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COZZENS vs. LIFE AND ART 


Fiction and the Reading Public Leavis demonstrates 
how, beginning the second half the eighteenth century, the popular 
novel developed into what was Victorian times and into what 
today. And her critical conclusion she further demonstrates how the 
high-level popular novel (which she designates the “literary” novel, 
e.g., The Forsyte Saga, Rogue Herries, The Bridge San Luis Rey) 
provides only variety the bestseller: the crude power the 
bestseller the literary novelists substitute more civilized tone; the 
temperature their writing slightly below instead good deal 
above normal they deal the right kind humor (the Punch kind), 
and are the best fellows the 

Although the specific “literary” novels that Leavis cites are now 
dead they deserve be, more recent manifestations the type are 
flourishing this country never before, the form that Herbert 
Gold has described “The New Upper- Middle Opera” (Hudson 
Review, Winter, 1956-57). According Gold, the leading concocters 
this new form soap opera are “Herman Wouk, Nobody Here 
But Career Sailors; Sloan Wilson, Tell Your Wife the Truth, 
Then Wear Even Gray Flannel Lounging Pajamas Cameron Hawley, 
The Passion According Saint Luce, and host less subtle apes 
Marquand How Sad Sad but How From 
these moralists, again quoting Gold, “We learn that Queeg 
have been paranoid, only that bunch anarchists and landlubbers 
had tried understand Navy tradition and been more sympathetic 
when clacked those queegballs. Missus Gray Flannel will understand 
her straying, picnicking with the grateful, pneumatic Maria, 
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and fathering child Rome—just give her few pages for being 
agitated the suburban garden. The Young Designer, who really has 
faith the Company, will always win out over mean, money-loving 
accountants, partly because Close the Men and partly because 
his wife marches his side some the time. Executive Suite the 
moment truth moment sublime obfuscation 

her hand touched the offered glass, Mary Walling understood, 
for one fleeting instant, the miracle her mind. Now had 
happened her! She knew without knowing why she Even 
more stirring, she knows without knowing what she knows. But she 
happier you happier, And then they down 
‘the dark corridor’ together.” 

Despite such instances obfuscation and brazen moralizing, these 
novelists generally manage avoid technical crudity. They are ac- 
quainted with all the tricks the craft, and they use them, with con- 
siderable skill, evade cover the very issues they are pretending 
explore. for the hero The Man the Gray Flannel Suit 
dwell too long the moral implications his Italian experience. 
The most can pose few moral questions—as ina YMCA 
debate—such why was immoral for him father Maria’s child and 
not immoral for him kill some seventeen men combat. But cannot 
explore his own feelings the matter. That might lead him discard 
his gray flannel suit for loin cloth. And the question remains 
rhetorical one—giving air spurious moral profundity what 
merely fictionalized problem adjustment suburban values. 

Now there may nothing wrong with suburban values, they apply 
suburban living. least not intention quarrel with them 
this point. Given the conditions suburban life, they may the 
only values suburbanites can live by, since they serve cover those 
aspects suburban living which might otherwise prove unbearable. 
And the same point holds for Navy tradition and Navy discipline. Per- 
haps necessary, given Navy conditions, have crew sane 
men sacrifice themselves the fears insane captain. Their sacri- 
fice may necessary the maintenance discipline, which may 
turn necessary the maintenance the armed forces, and finally 
the state. 

the serious novelist can have nothing with such practical 
considerations. Fiction made subservient the state, the 
Navy, suburbia. cannot even made subservient the Church— 
without ceasing art and degenerating into rhetoric. cannot be- 
cause art creative, because its function not cover but ex- 
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pose, not insulate but illuminate. more concrete terms, its func- 
tion not fortify but break through our conventionalized dreams 
and images, not throw halo around our stock responses but give 
new and significant insights into human experience. 

And this the function art, the novelist who would produce 
fictional art cannot write within the limitations any philosophy, 
code, formula. Whatever his social religious beliefs, loyalties, 
man, must, artist, willing sacrifice these loyalties and be- 
liefs his vision. the words Joyce Cary, modern English novel- 
the natural enemy all dogmatic assertion, all State all 
established powers, all Governments, academies, Churches. com- 
mand artist work rule take away his function. long 
the novelist true his function, then, cannot possibly write 
mere storyteller, propagandist, rationalizer, conformist. can 
only write artist and something smells, must say so, whether 
that something rose way life. 

But why, may asked, must the function artist sniff 
out obscure odors that good Americans have found non-existent, 
objectionable, decadent Why must the modern artist always 
odds with the prevailing beliefs his time—even though may, 
man, subscribe those beliefs? case point the English novelist 
Graham Greene, devout Catholic, who has explained the seeming 
unorthodoxy his art thus: disloyalty much the writers’ vir- 
tue loyalty the Loyalty confines accepted opinions 
loyalty forbids comprehend sympathetically our dissident fellows 
but disloyalty encourages roam experimentally through any human 
mind gives the novel the extra dimension sympathy.” 

stated, point may seem truistic. But what about its ar- 
tistic application—as Greene’s novel, The American? the 
point the novel that the quiet American has abandoned humanity and 
human sympathy for cause? And Greene been crucified the 
American press, and emasculated the screen, because cannot 
afford extend our sympathy the dissident spirits anywhere the 

say afford” because belief that most want to. 
But this wanting runs counter our deepest fears and insecurities, 
and the pressures conform become ever greater becomes ever 
more difficult for respond sympathetically the dissidence art 
—especially when, Greene’s art, that dissidence mirrors, however 
sympathetically, the grotesqueness good American. 

How can react otherwise when, our own lives, constantly 
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have stifle our own feelings and responses for the good our families, 
our communities, our nation this the way things are, rationalize, 
then have choice but follow the pattern the Quiet American 
Lawrence adumbrated more than forty years ago his portrait Skre- 
bensky, the young army engineer The Rainbow. Skrebensky “went 
about his duties, giving himself them. the bottom his heart 
his self, the soul that aspired and had true hope self-effectuation lay 
dead, stillborn, dead weight his womb. Who was he, hold impor- 
tant his personal connection? What did man matter personally? 
was just brick the whole great social fabric, the nation, the modern 
humanity. One had fill one’s place the whole, the great scheme 
man’s elaborate civilization, that was all. thought that, because 
the community represents millions people, therefore must mil- 
lions times more important than any individual, forgetting that the 
community abstraction from the many, and not the many them- 
selves.” For this reason, Lawrence explains, highest good the 
community stands longer the highest good even the average 
individual. ... [And so] there came over Skrebensky sort nullity 
which more and more terrified Ursula.” 

those who are forced act like, not be, Skrebenskys, 
Lawrence’s remarks are, say the least, disturbing. And his dramatiza- 
tion the point even more disturbing. The scene opens with Ursula 
pressing Skrebensky for honest answer her question, “Do you like 


hate soldiers, they are stiff and wooden. What you fight for, 

would fight for the nation.” 

all that, you the nation. What would you for yourself 

belong the nation and must duty the nation.” 

‘But when didn’t need your services particular—when there 

was irritated. 

would what everybody else does.” 

would readiness for when was needed.” 

The answer came exasperation. 

“It seems me,” she answered, “as you anybody—as 
there anybody there, where you are. Are you anybody, really 
You seem like nothing me.” 

This indeed devastating, and still more devastating context, 
for Lawrence further reveals that Skrebensky’s inadequacy lover 
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directly connected with his spirit,” fact consequence 
his being “good citizen.” 

dwell this passage because demonstrates point: that 
art, genuine, can never pretty comforting, can never leave 
secure our protective rationalizations. must always shock 
hurt, the sense that Lawrence himself explains Morality 
the new relatedness hurts somewhat the attaining and 
will always hurt. life will always hurt. real voluptuousness 
lies re-acting old relationships, and the best, getting alcoholic 
sort pleasure out it, slightly depraving. Obviously, read 
really new novel will always hurt, some extent. There will always 
resistance. The same with new pictures, new music. You may judge 
their reality the fact that they arouse certain resistance, and 
compel, length, certain 

And for us, 1958, the hurt, and consequent resistance, far greater 
than Lawrence’s time. For move ever closer 
nullity our own lives become ever more resistant the new re- 
latedness that art expresses. Indeed should say that for many 
genuine art has now become intolerable. hurts much that can 
longer tolerate its revelations—and still live feel must live. 
Yet cannot openly condemn art—that would Philistine and would 
constitute abandonment the Western Tradition. And so, instead 
rejecting art, we, self-defense, emasculate it. The present cultural 
revival this country, is, believe, almost wholly emasculative—with 
every form art more and more becoming tasteful adjunct gracious 
living, epitomized the which pictures couple evening dress, 
opera box, with Union gasoline tank the background, the 
whiskey which shows leather bound volumes Shakespeare and 
Montaigne and, believe, Tolstoy, alongside bottle of, believe, Cal- 
verts. Those books are the old classics; the new (including Love 
are condensed the Literary Digest and bound imi- 
tation leather, but not until the critical fellows and followers Archi- 
bald MacLeish and Van Wyck Brooks have declared them positive, 
affirmative, and clear. With few exceptions these critics and reviewers 
are still what James Farrell showed them The League 
Frightened Philistines, the main difference being that now, with the 
advent The New Soap Opera, they have novelists who 
can embody their critical principles soap opera that simulates nearly 
all the effects serious fiction. 

fact the counterfeit art these novelists competent, tech- 
nically, that beginning take nearly all those more serious critics 
who subscribe the newer versions what used called The New 
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Criticism—the criticism that equates technique with art and tends 
reduce fiction myth, symbol, irony, some other aspect executive 
technique. Even its best the effect this criticism deny 
blur the connection between and art—to make technique end 
art were game and the function the novelist were 
more subtle, more clever, than some other novelist, and, the same 
token, the function the critic were more subtle, more clever 
than some other critic his ability point out the subtleties and clever- 
nesses the novelist. 

Mistaking means for ends, technique for art, these critics are helpless 
cope with the new high-level counterfeit, even when they can recog- 
nize, least sense, pretentiousness. Hence, the uneasiness that 
runs through their critical acceptance Love Possessed their futile 
efforts, the Kenyon and Hudson reviews, rationalize this un- 
easiness terms structure and their pointing out, for instance, 
that, structurally, Love Possessed falls short James’s The Ambas- 
sadors—as that were the prime qualitative difference between the two 
works. Such criticism, believe, marks the bankruptcy this till now 
dominant school modern criticism. 

For Love Possessed not art, but counterfeit art, counterfeit 
carefully wrought that simulates the effects art without the penetra- 
tion and illumination and without the consequent hurt and resistance 
that genuine art invariably generates. shows us, through Arthur 
Winner and Julius Penrose, that life what knew was all along, 
only more so; that our Skrebensky-like quiet American values—white, 
male, Episcopalian values, duly embodied law and order—are the 
only values for decent people that when fall short those values, 
even Arthur Winner and Noah Tuttle do, not the values which are 
inadequate, but ourselves. And while cannot perfect, can, like 
Arthur Winner, the best can, and then too may become Win- 
ners. Yet not easy. The irony, particularly the irony the end, 
show that may have compromise with our ideals. But that’s 
all right, long it, not for ourselves, but for the wife and kids 
and the community: 

Such Norman Vincent Peale morality hardly provides adequate 
moral basis for serious novel. And other novelists—Dickens, for ex- 
ample, and the early Hemingway—have written good and even great 
novels the basis equally simple moral codes, the crucial point is, 
that, for these novelists, the moral codes were points departure. They 
used them sympathetically and humanely and creatively, means 
exploring human experience, and not, like Cozzens, cross which 
crucify every character who manifests touch human feeling. 
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Despite the title the novel, the code, embodied the law, 
that Cozzens loves and that his hero possessed by. contrast the 
great novelists the past, who, almost man, have vilified lawyers 
for placing the law above human needs and feelings, Cozzens shows his 
lawyers most heroic when they are invoking the law without sym- 
pathy compassion, when they are using rack which break 
the recalcitrant spirits who would deny its hegemony. 

How else can one read the passage which Arthur Winner questions 
teen-age Ralph Detweiler about his sexual relationships with 
Veronica Kovacs? Legally, Winner’s tactics can perhaps justified. 
is, after all, undertaking defend Ralph against charge rape 
and must therefore have all the technical details concerning the backseat 
romance. Moreover, Cozzens may artistically justified recounting 
these details, even when, Winner’s own words, they are both “nasty 
and lewd.” Yet not justified presenting these details, again quot- 
ing his hero, as, “the simple nastiness flat truth,” for 
equate the legal facts with the whole truth the matter. imply 
that Winner, through his legal questioning, has arrived the truth, 
whereas has merely arrived the details bearing upon the technical- 
ities legal rape. And these technicalities are nasty and lewd, 
large measure because the law, reducing the sexual act question 
penetration penetration, simply discounts the human element 
involved. 

Please not misunderstand. have quarrel with the laws regard- 
ing rape. They may, for all know, very fine and necessary, laws. 
But that does not make them fit instruments for discovering the truth 
human situation, particularly when, Cozzens’ own admission, 
Winner’s “unfair vantage ground years and experience” make 
moves ugly and fact, again quoting Winner, “not very dif- 
ferent from stepping worm.” The nastiness and lewdness there- 
fore not the events themselves but application the law 
rape. What Cozzens would have accept “the simple nastiness 
flat truth” but the simple nastiness inherent Winner’s moralistic 
view the situation. 

And Cozzens’ treatment Ralph Detweiler’s girl friend, Joanie, 
equally distorted. straight hypothesis—nothing more—based the 
few facts that Winner has gathered from interrogating Ralph. the 
basis these few facts—primarily the fact that Joanie not beautiful, 
but plain—Winner reconstructs her entire personality, fitting her into 
psychological pattern which accounts for all her motives her affair 
with Ralph, from the time she first meets and admires him until she finds 
herself pregnant him. Having worked out this unsupported hypothe- 
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sis, which consists reducing Joanie preconceived type (homely 
and Winner then uses complete his related hypothesis con- 
cerning Ralph, finally show that Helen, Ralph’s sister and champion, 
has failed understand him. The passage typical that feel justi- 
fied quoting length: 

“Ralph, Helen said, must know now that girls commonly felt 
liking for him—in short, open him was fairly wide choice. Girls 
who were pretty and popular, girls who had style and even money, 
would glad his attentions. With all this his for the going-after, why 
earth, Helen asked, would Ralph interesting himself waif and 
stray like Joan Moore? Acknowledging (with that candor realism 
that surprised Arthur Winner) the primacy Ralph’s self-interest 
scheme things, Helen answered confidently Ralph 

“Well, the answer was wrong, was oversimplification debited 
Helen’s temperament. Helen was far from but that fastidi- 
ously shrinking mind hers allowed her look parts only this 
boy and girl business. She was not able to, she would not let herself, 
think below the surface, below the level public appearance. this 
level, Helen noted, accurately enough, that girls fancy handsome boy 
and that boys prefer beautiful girls. From the first, you judged that 
Ralph would have smooth sailing. From the second, you judged the 
direction which would want sail. see that neither judgment 
was necessarily sound, you had know more than Helen had ever 
been willing know 

“Though Helen could see (and dotingly condone) Ralph’s open self- 
interest, could Helen see Ralph’s more important, graver defect Open 
self-interest was, after all, mere matter deportment, for most people 
correctable enough soon they realized that show self-inter- 
est shortsighted. Self-interest should always secret. Ralph’s graver 
defect might be—almost certainly, was—one basic 
definition, altogether uncorrectable. The defect’s form would failure 
initiative and energy, lack determined confidence serious that 
even self-interest’s promptings grew weak. That smooth sailing Helen 
imagined for him was open Ralph; yes. The beautiful girls, looking 
him, might often look invitation, exactly Helen supposed. Ralph 
seemed promising. Let him make them offer! 

‘But suppose such female advertising for bids—the gist oppor- 
tunity most all they could ask, all they needed—gave Ralph 
only pause ... Helen’s just cognizance that boys prefer beautiful girls 
plain girls had here amended. Put bluntly: beautiful girl 
who probably push-over, Ralph would prefer plain girl who 
probably was. How this could might outside Helen’s imaginings 
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but with Ralph’s simple wants, was there really much choose be- 
between ‘Joanie’ and the most beautiful girl the world? When that 
game afoot, discriminating indeed the man whom, the dark, 
cats aren’t gray.” 

The psychology here, well the language, piece with that 
the late Dorothy Dix, who her advice young girls expressed the 
same type morality. Cozzens seems more impressive 
because the way has styled and structured his truisms, using the 
views the naive Helen foil his own less idealistic and more 
earthy common sense, thus giving the rhetorical impression analysis 
depth. 

But only rhetorical impression. make anything more than 
that, would have subject the test dramatic expression, 
showing, through dramatic action, that Joanie and Ralph are has 
hypothesized them. And this refuses do, not only this one in- 
stance, but throughout the novel. And refuses, convinced, be- 
cause knows senses that cannot dramatize his hypotheses with- 
out giving the whole show away. For, present his characters dramati- 
cally, would have endow them with individual and human charac- 
teristics which would give the lie his either that, 
would have reduce them wooden types, which case they might 
illustrative but would not convincing. This why presents his 
world reflected Arthur Winner’s mind that his alter 
ego, Julius Penrose, permitting the other characters speak act only 
brief sequences illustrative their established roles and character- 
istics. The one partial exception wife, Clarissa, and his fail- 
ure with her shows how disastrous would have been his efforts dram- 
atize any the others. Intended represent ideal woman- 
hood, she remains just that—an date and spuriously sexy ver- 
sion the Agnes’s and Emilys and Rebeccas Victorian fiction. She 
has all the right responses, including the sexual responses now advised 
all good marriage counsellors, and thus able minister all Win- 
needs, including his sexual needs, the spirit another popular 
paragon few vears back, Mrs. Miniver. 

Clarissa apart, Cozzens’ treatment woman and sex the novel 
from first last wholly lacking compassion and, consequently, 
understanding. Hope, Winner’s hopeless first wife, tries present 
sympathetically yet her high-mindedness, revealed through Win- 
reminiscences, but defense against the innate dirtiness her 
sexuality. Sex, Winner, always dirty—even when endeavors 
celebrate its lawful enjoyment. The sexual feelings the Kovacs girl 
are dirty, are those Marjorie Penrose, his best wife— 
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which presumably why Cozzens presents affair with Mar- 
jorie does—with Winner taking her the attic the garage, 
dirty sheets. And when the sheets are clean and legal, Winner’s 
pseudo-Lawrentian taking his wife, his daughter interrupts just 
the wrong moment. 

The only convincing emotional relationship the novel that be- 
tween Arthur Winner and Julius Penrose, his law-partner, friend, and 
confidant. And this, have suggested, narcissistic relationship. 
Cozzens presents the other characters, primarily through Winner’s 
hypothesized preconceptions, they are the dupes their own feelings— 
dupes who can only set right, and made reasonable, through the pre- 
cepts and examples man reason and justice like Winner. 

But Winner’s reason, see it, little more than rationalization 
our deepest fears and insecurities—the fears and insecurities that 
underlie our racial feelings, our attitude toward art and artists, sex and 
difference, and our willingness resort reprisals and outright force 
our efforts put down any manifestations deviation discontent. 
Cozzens, via Winner, shows that have been right all along about 
Jewish lawyers, and serious writers—about Negroes, and Catholics, 
and women, and sex—that what mistook for prejudice really not 
that all, but reason. 

always pleasant discover that have been wiser than 
thought, shown that the very attitudes and feelings and thoughts 
which have been held ridicule serious thinkers and artists are 
not ridiculous all, but good and true and heroic—to shown further 
that the heroic embodiment this outlook man like ourselves, 
good and wise man, not Babbitt, and therefore man with whom 
can identify—as puts Jewish lawyers their places and forces teen- 
age brats and violent butchers into pitiful submission, and proves 
himself, the age fifty-four, bedroom athlete equal Kerouac’s 
young bohemians. 

This why the novel bestseller. has made our Babbitry, and 
what much worse, our Skrebensky-like quiet Americanism, appear 
tough-minded and heroic. And has done such good job rhetorical 
camouflage that otherwise perceptive readers and critics have been 
taken in. But not, trust, for long. For Love Possessed good 
novel, then the great novels the past that may compared with 
are not. thinking George Eliot’s Middlemarch, Dickens’ Bleak 
House and the list might extended through Hardy’s novels, and 
Dreiser’s, right down the present—to, for example, William Styron’s 
Lie Down Darkness, novel which, falls considerably short 
greatness, still represents serious artistic effort that will bear com- 
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parison with the great, whereas Love Possessed will not—in fact 
cannot, since its ends are diametrically opposed those serious art. 
The fictional world presents sense creative but reflec- 
tion our conventional daydreams and rationalizations, set forth big 
words and with artistic flourishes designed make look wide, and 
deep, and Tolstoyan. short the novel explores nothing, 
nothing merely repeats, with more and perhaps better literary flour- 
ishes, the formulas that underlie the work all our more sophisticated 
counterfeiters. 

These formulas, according these writers and the thinkers they 
are illustrating, represent the true interpretation reality. And reality 
has always been thus, all but sentimentalists. The serious artists and 
thinkers the past and present who disagree are neurotics, or, Julius 
Penrose suggests, homosexuals, and must therefore dismissed re- 
interpreted. And anyone else who disagrees, word deed, must 
ignored, silenced, locked-up—depending how much threat 
offers the status quo. For doesn’t see and act-up reality, 
Arthur Winner exemplifies it, there is, Winner himself says, some- 
thing wrong with his basic personality, which definition incurable. 

Confronted with this Daddy Warbucks conception reality, set forth 
the name God and humanity and reason, the serious novelist has 
choice but become stranger. That the only way can write. 
alone never before, darkling plain that stretches from 
Madison Avenue San Francisco, with only his alien vision guide 
him. has not abandoned us, the people have abandoned him. 
embracing the work his counterfeit counterparts, have insulated 
ourselves against the necessary dissidence his art that, reach us, 
reveal the points light and life that still flicker amidst our nullity, 
must express his vision with the intensity Swift Dostoevski. 
This why have had few good novels recent years, why estab- 
lished novelists, like Hemingway, have fallen woefully short their 
earlier work, why our serious younger novelists have often fallen 
short their seeming promise. Their task almost superhuman one, 
and the wonder not that their work has often fallen short, measured 
against that their great predecessors, but that they have accomplished 
much they have such novels as, for instance, Wright Morris’ 
Field Vision, Styron’s Lie Down Darkness, and Ellison’s The In- 
visible Man. 

long such novels are being written, there still hope that 
may yet witness fictional renaissance America. The great danger, 
see epitomized Love Possessed, lies the possibility that 
serious novelists (as well serious critics and readers) may taken 


WAYNE BURNS 


this type counterfeit, and led abandon their creative 
efforts favor the less demanding and more lucrative process 
throwing literary halo around our fears and insecurities. 
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Two CONSTANCE URDANG 


THE OLD MAN THE STREET 


All summer long window watched 
The old man the dusty street 

And saw the shadow that made 
Flickering screen heat. 


His shadow them sign, 

passed the children they played 
Oblivious all meant, 

That meager but persistent shade. 


What stubborn impulse urged that old 
Man his treadmill 

Sun could not soothe his chattering bones, 
thaw the muscle his rage 


His shuffling step brought darkness 
quiver, formless, the dust, 

Until gave human shape, 

His last defiant thrust. 
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THE FACE BEHIND THE WINDOW 


The face behind the window 
Cannot mark the glass. 

the pass, 

Who will remember that sinned 


The child was 
Played stone streets. 

There was girl school 

Who cheated once the blame 
Was mine, but forget her name. 


Love taught lying— 
small incident 

That saved puppy from the public pound. 
The dog’s been dead for years, and what love 
Now less loyal. grieve 

for own dying. 


motion that endures, 
And only change that unchanging, 
The familiar that strange. 

the face behind the glass 

Flickers the shifting light 

When hand pulls down the blind 
create the night. 
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THE DOUBLE FAULT 


occurred just Emily Guard was bending toward James Gilliam 
holding out him the tray which held discreetly blended pair 
Martinis. For half-moment, seemed her that the bending had done 
it, had brought the rocking sensation. Then the full sense came over 
her shudder and lurch the part the room, flouncing liquid 
the cocktail glasses, large unidentifiable cracking somewhere. 
God,” she said, and looked down into James Gilliam’s face without see- 
ing it. “It’s earthquake.” The tray dropped from her hands, fell with 
bang the coffee table front James Gilliam’s knees, and she ran, 
swaying with terror the midst the greater swaying around her, 
the terrace door, clawed open, and ran again. On, out the back gar- 
den she stumbled, with just one thought—to gain clear earth and open 
space, swallowed, swallowing was the end things, the 
yawn earth, not buried inside. She reached the little hillock green 
sward, panting the exhortation, rhythm with it, run rhythm.” 
But the great sway defied imitation, and the hillock, after heaving once 
grandly but gently under her papier legs, lay still again. 

She had had just enough spare attention left aware the pitch 
and thud few bricks, desultorily breaking loose somewhere behind 
her she ran. Hours and hours terror she had suffered escaping, 
but now that the lapse cosmic order was over, the time terror, 
turned out, had already shrunk the paltry literal duration bare 
few moments. There, few feet away, stood her house, there around 
the privet hedge—and both upright and intrenched they had always 
looked her former eye And here she stood preserved, 


GOULD 


safe, the solidity the hillock, which now merely seemed vibrate, 
because the still violent beating her heart still shook the world. 

Gradually, she stood, the power think came back, and with 
memory, some malignity the nature things required that deliv- 
erance paid for with another kind misery. For, the present mo- 
ment coldly showed that there had been nothing escape, also became 
clear that escape would have been impossible any that 
aim, measure, escape had been quite out the question from the first. 
The beat her heart, not even felt during the absorption crisis, began 
take the fascination monstrous event all itself. She con- 
tinued stand weakly the hillock, feeling the moisture break out 
under her new voile dress, printed appropriately with pale green water- 
falls. She could feel below, trickling under her knee-caps; above, 
creeping down and tickling her eyebrows. Could this possibly that 
same Emily Guard few days before? That one who had been able 
talk ironically James could see the image her- 
self giving edge the words—about those people who talked 
deludedly “digging themselves some remote spot earth” 
escape the doom bomb-minded world? 

She sent furtive look toward the terrace door. Had simply re- 
mained there sitting squarely the sofa? Was looking out her, 
and with folded arms taking full view her person, posted here its 
abject state preservation? Perhaps, please God, had left already. 
She could imagine him, gathering himself for the rise from the low 
cushions, drawing himself the long left leg while the infirm right 
one deftly swung into position beside it, and then moving with slow 
easy dipping stride out her house where had been left 
even backward glance from her—without, God help her, one thought 
impede her involuntary lightning response fear) bow cosmic 
conjunctures, take flight his own slow impeded way. He, 
least, she thought bitterly, had been blessed Nature with something 
protect him. might thank his very deformity for having salvaged 
his self-respect for him, whereas she—and she looked down with revul- 
sion her treacherous feet—stood here cowering for cowardice she 
had way disguise and chance redeem, simply because she had 
legs that could run away. But what defense! Imagine trying use 
that buffer help her re-enter the house with high head, for 
that matter with any conceivably bearable expression, were still 
there faced. 

wait,” she told herself frantically. wait until I’m sure he’s 


gone, until there’s possible excuse for his waiting any longer. 
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THE DOUBLE FAULT 


happened already scrapes the bottom behavior. may well make 
the worst the bad thing and not face him all.” 

For another moment she continued motionless, and gradually she 
became aware the chilling perspiration and the gentling buffet 
her heartbeat—and the slow invasion into her sensations some- 
thing almost soft and elegiac. had almost begun seem some- 
one dear had died. She might this very moment have come—bereaved, 
bereaved—from the and having passed through the savagery 
first emotions, the defiance evoked fresh fatality, here she was 
ready, the repose desolation, transform the sense loss into 
the sense the gone-by, assess, might one say, the bequests the 
given-up. Assessed, too, all this would with dignity which would 
strike everyone above the need simple pedestrian pity. Idly, images 
James Gilliam, the James Gilliam the time before the funeral, 
began crop up, and her mind browse over that body diffident 
reveries and expectations which few meetings with him had insensibly 
shaped into plausibilities. The day the Sather Room the Museum 
library rose, swimming its own refined light. Seeing all now, she 
could say for herself that she had given him more than the merely ordi- 
nary kind librarian’s help his pursuit data about that Chinese 
horse. From the first day his appearance there, they had pursued the 
dynasty that horse more less together, what seemed her the 
most charmingly single-spirited sort way. How well she had known, 
and almost immediately—as something important depended upon 
being quick, intuitive, ranging suggestions—the best sort mate- 
rials, the quality sources satisfy person with his kind taste. Not 
that was specialist anything like that, even close being 
scholar. He’d admitted that much himself just easily and charmingly 
could be. was merely that his kind taste would always exact the 
best. “I’ve fallen into gift—a Chinese horse some vintage. It’s sup- 
posed valuable and like know something sensible think 
about it.” That was approximately the way he’d put that first day 
when she had looked find him towering over her desk. What had 
begun that day hadn’t become much more since then, either—not really 
—at least not way she could put her finger and name. she had 
often carefully framed you took two people like them- 
selves, hemmed for years the delicate claims their own posses- 
sions, they would naturally, wouldn’t they, show tendency find 
the solitary movement among their possessions, way life less flawed 
with fuss and upsets plan, with little annoyances the ear and the 
eye, than was all possible gregarious life. But any rate, the 
thing had not come much because this common jealousy about pri- 


FLORENCE GOULD 


vate repose, still she certainly needn’t say that had come less. And 
there was doubt that their acquaintanceship somewhere during the 
time Good Heavens, what could causing this dreadful stab cold 
needles all over her, she’d just discovered, like that time Mar- 
seilles, that her passport was somewhere during the time, 
the acquaintance for her had got beyond the scope purely take 
leave considerations. had taken shedding very particular glow 
over her nightly page reading home. times even seemed actu- 
ally bring out vague shape future possibilities—of something she 
might almost call future—that is, might she were little younger 
less wary little more given that crude feminine way counting 
eggs. Consider all those years when her mother had kept her sure 
that tuberculosis was unquestionably just around the corner, she took 
any liberties with corners, looked out any why for liter- 
ally months after the funeral, just the notion all those lost years had 
made seem—if not irreparably too late venture any changes inside 
outside, least too sickeningly late for gratitude over her release. 
Well, that time lily-liverishness was over, she thought, and she could 
feel exultance stretching itself like waking sleeper 

Abruptly the tumbling sound one last brick, belatedly dislodging 
itself from the chimney, broke into her freed afternoon. She looked 
wildly, and across her consciousness passed the dreadful vision the 
whole unmendable breach few minutes before. 

That time was over, and now, said newer and more sardonic self, 
here was another time over—and what difference there could 
the intimations and effects the same word. What now, when 
was much too late anything someone had amputated your 
arm before telling you that there might have been ways saving it. 

Her eye ran furtively the half-open terrace door. The invisibility 
the interior and its occupant, the silence filtering from the unseen 
there and from the seen here—the leafage the Catalpa tree, the win- 
dows the untenanted house beyond her high hedge, the slightest 
quavering left over the lantern over the back gate—everything began 
her anew with the sense sinister interregnum. What under 
Heaven could doing How could have resisted coming least 
far the terrace door call out word some sort—reassuring, 
jeering, whatever you like, any gesture break this vacancy? Per- 
haps some frightful accident had overtaken the ceiling above his head— 
or, for instance, could have fainted from the bad heart had 
occasion lightly referred one who speaks putting with guest 
boring eccentricities. Strickenly, guiltily, she began run toward the 
house, but with freshened energy. “If only has. God, let him have 
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fainted. Just mild heart attack.” The secret thought was out while 
she was running, before she realized had been there suppressed. 
don’t mean that,” she moaned, still running. know really 
didn’t mean anything critical.” Her thighs were streaming again, and 
one hot drop had bounced from the tip her nose into her open mouth. 
the time her hand had come fumblingly reach the door latch for 
support and she stood framed the door, she felt how pale, how exposed 
dilapidation she must looking, and was sheer torture focus 
her eyes meet whatever fresh bugbear was met inside. 

thought,” said contained voice bearing toward her from the other 
end the room, “that you wouldn’t mind going ahead with the 
drink.” 

The room slowly cleared. Before her gaze, tables, chairs, plates plump 
with appetizers, fell into their remembered positions, and she could see 
James Gilliam sitting intact the sofa just where she had left him. 
His clay-colored jowls, her cleared sight, looked smooth, unshaken, 
unusually clean-shaven. His large fingers with the deep pale moons 
the pink nails clasped the base the cocktail glass hospitable way. 
The glass itself was empty, and his glance, after acquitting itself 
affable smile, hung allusively over the outlines emptiness. 

She stood still, without voice, fighting the tearful grimace that willy- 
nilly threatened ruin the shape her mouth. All this sameness, this 
even tenor his posture, the harmonious adaptation her very pos- 
sessions his atmosphere—all things seemed heartlessly belie the 
history the intervenient. had taken them over and and they 
together had taken over way which left her out the cold with her 
sense tragic vicissitude. formed instant make her almost for- 
get her deserts and the justice her being exactly where and they 
had put her. But was not for long—just nothing this terrible hour 
seemed destined for duration, staunch simple enough merit 
duration. Her look traveled back his eyes, which she had grown 
used late read the signs ripening approval her, something 
which added the approval always quietly tendered himself. 
Nothing was there: judgment, indulgence, embarrassment, 
nothing all but clearness. Her cloudy eyes they dropped again 
passed over her own glass. was empty too, and she could tell that 
had caught the look fell. 

“Some the innards both got shaken explained. took 
the liberty finish off all began wiping his hands with 
large clean white handkerchief. 

“Yes, course, naturally, The words, futile and un- 
attached, came out 


FLORENCE GOULD 


“Tf known where you kept things, I’d have mopped up,” inter- 
rupted the most usual voices. 

doesn’t matter. doesn’t matter—” 

The triviality, the evasiveness it, maddened without inspiring 
method—nothing but cuckoo-bird repetitions. She took one irresolute 
step, full the choked need close her guilt, swallow her leek 
the last gross pellicle. 


“Some your pictures lurched,” went on, ignoring her motion. 
straightened them again. hate pictures askew, don’t you?” 

She cast distraught look around the walls and ceiling, delayed for 
moment the barely perceptible vibration that still shimmered the 
central chandelier. 

“Attractive room you have here. You’ve done handsome things with 
your curtaining.” 

She watched his hand reach out briskly for slice cheese, watched 
his jaws healthily champing it. And suddenly she sat down hard and 
began cry. 

“Here, here,” said hastily, shifting his position the sofa, and his 
handkerchief hurriedly back into his pocket. dear girl.” 

“Tt’s awful,” she moaned, and pressed her fingers against her 
puckering forehead. all awful, awful. didn’t mean—” 

“How about our having comfortably interposed. “You 
haven’t even had one. And would really you some good, you know. 
could even make 

“Yes, yes, know you could,” she sobbed. “That’s not what mean.” 

“If you’d show the kitchen, just point the way, you know—” 

“No, no, it,” she said, scrubbing away the tears which kept 
swelling through her lids and blurring her glasses. 

“That’s absolutely delicious truffle paste you use. Where you find 
you know that good little Italian place Blaine?” 

She stood up. All once both the impulse cry and the fear blub- 
bering she did cry disappeared. didn’t want her speak. was 
saving her from the ordeal apology. Being saved, was also clear, 
was the most cheerless, starving, suffocating ministration she had ever 
been given the benefit of. Slowly she made her way toward the kitchen. 

the door the same choked need became necessity itself. She 
whirled around shaky legs, and laying her head against the door 
jamb she burst out frenziedly, didn’t mean to.” 

“Didn’t mean what?” asked cordially, popping radish into his 
mouth. 

“Before ever knew, was done,” she rushed on. 

“My dear girl—” 
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already said that, and don’t act you don’t know. Don’t 
act didn’t it. ran like any mouse, without even—” 

“Oh, that waved negligent hand. 

“Naturally, can’t expect—” 

why don’t you put all out your mind once and for all? 
the good abusing yourself for natural human 

His interruption sounded irreproachably reasonable, gracious, termi- 
native. was helping her, and what more could she want, she won- 
dered, since was more generous than such dead failure deserved. 

“Come on.” His voice had taken new bright resonance, 
were about break into fresh woods and pastures new.” 
help you the kitchen and might see there’s anything that 
will need looking for patching, that kind business.” 

spoke, was rising grandly his feet, looking even more 
officially like the approach “Tomorrow fresh woods and pastures 
new.” What more the world could she she asked herself. With 
dispirited hand she smoothed wilted tendril back-hair and, 
attempting smile, went before her protector into the kitchen. 

The ordeal she had preconceived the slope, appeared, was fin- 
ished—in peculiarly tormenting sense could even said never 
have happened all. Nor did the house give any whisper great 
and terrible experience. cracks winnowed walls, cups lay shat- 
tered. There were only signs obliquity, negligible shifts position 
among pots and pans. Nothing the irretrievable showed anywhere 
among all the small alterations world familiar inanimates. 

long deep sigh rose from her. “All right,” she 
the gin. What proportions you use?” And before she had 
grasped how the miracle resumption had stolen into the scene, they 
were once more seated, exactly like the custom-habited moderate people 
they had been before, sipping their freshly made Martinis without haste. 

The temperate light spring afternoon entered the terrace doors 
and played quiet over the jonquils she had arranged long ago with 
such care make steal upon him just how much unconscious in- 
genious art her hands had with flowers. Nothing, every surface went 
repeating, was either different irrecoverable. There also was 
James Gilliam’s formal accent measuring out its equable way, dispens- 
ing, colloquial phrases, just the niceties observance she had been 
waiting beforehand hear—all those little testimonies the deepening 
hue his interest what she stood for. Perhaps, perhaps, spite 
... but she shied away from the idea soon she saw forming, be- 
cause she could feel the Martini bringing little flush her 
skin, and stealthily smoothing over the rough edges her problem. 
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must say envy you that first edition favorite novelist,” 
was saying. His eyes were mellowly her, while his arm, stretched out 
the low bookshelves the right his chair, directed the way 
ample white forefinger which tenderly traced course down the spine 
volume the Conrad group. wouldn’t above making off with 
the whole set.” 

she said. “He used mine too. But must admit 
haven’t reread him for several years.” Her lack-lustre eyes felt wan 
spiritedness returning home them. just can’t agree with 
Forster, can you, about his being misty the Which the lot 

She hesitated, around for word which would little 
more interesting, more distinctive than “favorite.” But during that in- 
stant, while her gaze absently watched his nail tuck itself firmly over 
the top edge the volume, also took the title below. She sat up, 
bone-stiff, with sudden freezing clarity recollection. Title and pro- 
tagonist sprang together her mind violently that was almost like 
hearing the clank key and lock brutally coupling. The Martini 
glass her fingers began teeter for the second time. 

“Lord Jim,” she said. Drawn tight, with her hand strangling the 
neck the glass, she fastened her indignation the comfortably rest- 
ing forefinger written judgment. 

“Lord Jim,” she repeated, and sat even straighter. 

The forefinger withdrew from its proprietary position without any 
appearance hurry. 

“Powerful novel. isn’t answered James Gilliam geni- 
ally, and fingered among the mixed nutmeats the coffee table for 
cashew. 

Her words spilled out like onrush gravel while the Martini 
splashed unnoticed the waterfalls her voile. 

“Ah, see now. Don’t imagine don’t see through all. Never letting 
speak word apology—saving me—why you were just paying 
out all the time. And now this—I may dull, but not dull that 
can’t put some things together. Don’t think remember that 
odious jump and the way justified himself all the rest his life. And 
really making sure that remember, too, aren’t you? Pointing 
like that. It’s your way paying out. Why not generous 
all, you’re just just 

The sight James Gilliam’s mouth, which had opened violent 
disbelief and then snapped shut cold outrage what was hearing, 
was formidable sight that lopped off concluding epithet before 
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she had quite conceived what was be. But she stood her ground 
wildly with clenched hands and suffocating heart. 

“Now you look here,” said with his fullest resonance, making 
plans, spoke, for dignified rise from his seat. You’ve taxed my— 
good faith about much it’s human take. You wouldn’t have 
put on, you wouldn’t have kept up, all this—this 
for leg.” compel her attention more Spartan remonstra- 
tions, the insulted leg now swung itself into majestic uprightness along- 
side the other, and together they stood like brace challenged officers. 
“Do you think like swallowing all this—this—this self-denigration 
yours that comes from pity about reached his 
pocket gather his handkerchief, then abruptly pulled his hand 
away. “Aren’t enjoying good deal self-importance 
expense 

“You see, you see,” she thrust in. “You're really admitting now. 
You were judging all the She felt herself moving blindly 
toward advantage and triumph, matter how came where 
listed, tasted good. 

“All right, have your way.” Something not the least resonant 
had taken possession his tone. asking for it, you know.” 

Even her distraction, she understood that the hour gallantry, 
thin though its coat had been the while, was put away for good, and the 
moment was more terrifying than suffering was painful. 

trying get out from under, girl—and may say 
passing, doesn’t show you your most attractive—and you know 
you can’t get out from under unless you can hang charge me—some 
charge that’s going reduce your level, cancel out your—let’s 
call your mistake.” Abruptly the spite his tone altered, his ears 
had detected sound effect, uncalculated and dangerous. “All right,” 
added, with harsher but manlier offendedness, “hang me, 
will make you feel any better. You’re Goddamned welcome the 
favor.” 

sprang her hand her mouth clamp firm, use force against 
its lily-livered quivering. But had shot his bolt, and the silence be- 
came immense. Now that had finished cleaving open the crust her 
terrain—and for that, his own too, she knew, his own too—she could 
hear his heavy breathing. was loud her own. Together their 
breathing made bolder rift the dreadful silence than the steady 
adamant tick the clock the mantelpiece. Moment after moment 
the noise the even metallic tick and the uneven intake air went on. 

Then her breath slowed for the second time that day, she relapsed, 
forgetting him, into the trance the aftermath, the dull glazed stare 
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across space where there was still room turn without meeting the 
glare the past hour’s impossible certainties. had jumped, seems 
had jumped, Newly resurrected, the words from 
the novel drummed her the narrow place. was too appalling, 
being quartered alone with only two visitants: that perfectly pointed, 
cruelly perfect parallel, and the companion discovery all this unimag- 
ined ferocity, waiting hot and ready, right under the surface their two 
careful refined selves—no, no, worse, she was seeing now—just two 
cautious and somehow outlandish ineligibles, pretending they weren’t 
stuffy and out date. One taste earthquake washed down with one 
Martini was this all took measure the whole She shook 
herself out the stare, demoralized again fright the question, 
until, looking across James Gilliam, she found settled his gray face 
the telltale traces aftermath his own, and the sight strangely 
widened the cramped space which she was turning. 

For long time they gazed out the window where the Catalpa tree, 
looking callously green, stood there callously rejuvenating its prime- 
tide spite fissure left its trunk from the last winter’s silver thaw. 

right,” she said finally. “It won’t Her eyes were 
riveted, without attention, the Catalpa tree. anyway person 
looks it.”” 

Merely hearing his answer, she could describe herself, even while 
turned away from him, the helpless gesture his arms made falling his 
sides. 

tried, Emily. God knows give anything to...” 

“You showed you couldn’t.” 

suppose did.” His response now, like hers, had given all effort 
subterfuge. “It isn’t question blame. can’t describe Some- 
thing was there, and now, well, isn’t there, that’s all. can’t very well 
hope believe there’s self-righteousness about it.” 

“Oh believe you.” Her stationed eyes this time half-caught double 
picture infinitesimally moving leaves and the quite unmoved whole 
the Catalpa tree. 

“Forgiving isn’t impossible—even it’s horror that has for- 
given,” she said. “You can will that. Forgetting it, though—that’s dif- 
ferent. never thought about before, but it’s so. The very obligation 
will forgotten, not happened, just swells underneath and skins 
over. And The leaves the Catalpa seemed her 
filling out into large, indifferently gentle ellipses before her vision, and 
her voice grew defiantly larger and fuller, haven’t even enough 
imagination, let alone will, out and create some kind great 
second chance prove how I’ve discovered lion’s heart through 


7 
7 
q 
| 
) 
1 


THE DOUBLE FAULT 


miserable disgraceful mistake. You can have your fine fictional lessons,” 
she wound with voluble but impartial bitterness. showed 
what am. don’t know thing more than that. But don’t need 
beg for any redemptive bullet between eyes—like that Lord Jim 
martyr—to have pretty good 

“Well, you’re all right,” put awkwardly, and his tone pulled her 
back into his presence. Such excess opinion, she saw, embarrassed 
him, and badgered his tired need for the comforts their lost conformi- 
ties. Nevertheless, that awkwardness there had been kind clem- 
ency. What followed then was another silence, not less mournful than 
before, but some way restfully neutral, like the leisurely yielding 
leaves old tree the fall. Their steps began move them 
gradually, almost with the consonance two dignified pall-bearers, 
the entrance hall. Stopping the hall table, picked his hat, still 
wearing the absorbed grave air one lifting casket. 

Then, unaware their abrupt lapsing from the austere style the 
moment, his hands began slowly twirl the hat about and about. 

“As levels,” said doggedly, levels, you’ve seen how high 
mine is. hardly need any pulling make touch bottom. 
that’s any 

She shook her head, and feeling two hair-pins slide from their moor- 
ings and sift down the neck her dress, she pictured without interest 
the imminent general collapse her hair. 

“It isn’t. Whatever yours is, isn’t. That happy condition called 
being quits, doesn’t exist. I’ve been thinking.” 

They had reached the outer door, where for some time the brass door- 
knob monopolized their vacant stares. And was quite without warning 
that his words came glancing off the pause, they had been sur- 
prised out some image seen empty round brass. 

“But, God, you know,” said James Gilliam, and sounded little 
like protest and held something little like congratulation, 
wouldn’t have thought there was that that had that much 
What wouldn’t have thought they had, seemed second 
thought think better saying, for his tone, well his inklings, 
suddenly swung off briskly another less pioneering direction. 
better off see what’s happened apartment. It’s certainly 
relief know there’s damage your house.” 

“Not nick,” she answered, steeped the lips the strain hiding 
her cracked fiber. 

Yet even while she waited, from far off was emerging her that 
the great loss—that deed which was mistake but still accident, that 
molehill deed which was still mountain enough silence all laughter 
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and shadow all moral vistas—might have, after all, its own wintry 
benevolence. had already pushed her far outside the gnawing hopeful 
reach want. One had esteem not James Gilliam but oneself, had 
turned out, one were want him. Still, when she had walked hatted 
and gloved that self-esteem which had given her right want him, 
what really was its worth human offering, could take shape only 
the serenity ignorance and keep shape only from ignorance im- 
probable weathers? No, no, was all too certain that running had been 
accident—certainly not, she summarized grimly, when one had such 
large private fortune loveless habits protect. 

Quickly she reached for the brass knob, quickly she opened the door 
the familiar vested look the hedge-skirted street, where even now 
after crisis, the voices neighbors busy with their exchanges excited 
sequels, could reach only suburban rumors, muffled their pas- 
sage through the sentry old chestnut trees. Then more quickly still, 
holding out the ghost hostess’s hand, she accepted into the almost 
bewildered abdication James Gilliam’s large honest white hand. 
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visual world the West, particular the largeness and dramatic 
variety the Oregon country, from the greybound, hushed harmonies 
the Pacific coast the upheaval black and white the high pla- 
teaus. 


Nature, the material vision, suggests the style which the 
painting cast, and the subject cannot detached from those elements 
which suggest it. The painter, engaged the activity visual dis- 
covery, not mere recorder but reveals and transforms his vision 
emotional, intellectual and technical means into unique and created 
space which aesthetically comprehensible both the artist and 
viewer. Therefore, seek order which will reveal the inner life, the 
substance and pulse space and light, which nature, surprising 
procession form, color and rhythm, parades before eye mind. 

not hesitate bend the means painting the needs ex- 
pression—to use local color, refer specific place—to use 
phere,” though description will inference and forms will evoca- 
tive the place and the dignity nature and man. 

painting, past and present, are the lessons Corot and Cé- 
sanne, Picasso and Marsden Hartley; ancient and contemporary 
art. 
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VISTA. Oil. 16x20” 1949 


Louis Bunce was born Lander, Wyoming, fifty-one years ago, but 
his family moved Portland when was thirteen, and has spent 
most his life Oregon. studied painting the Museum Art 
School Portland 1925-26 and the Art Students League New 
York from 1927 1930. During the Depression years, worked 
New York and the West Federal art projects, and from 1942 
1945 was production illustrator and supervisor assembly engineer- 
ing for the Oregon Shipbuilding Corporation. Since 1945, has been 
instructor painting and graphics Portland’s Museum Art 
School. has had numerous one-man shows and has exhibited his 
paintings group shows the Chicago Art Institute, the Whitney 
Museum American Art, and many other museums and galleries 
this country and Germany, France, Japan, and South America. The 
Metropolitan Museum Art, the Philadelphia Museum Art, the 
Whitney Museum American Art, and more than dozen other insti- 
tuitions have his work permanent collections. 
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Untitled Mural Sketch. Oil. 28x48” 1958 


Bunce, who lives the outskirts Portland with his wife and three 
sons, found himself, few months ago, the unusual position not 
only producing art but having defend publicly. His proposed 
abstract mural (above) for the Portland Airport created controversy 
which forced him into role spokesman for serious artists the 
Portland area. 

found that had real professional status artist,” said. 
can treat you compare you all sorts strange 
things—to chimpanzee that paints.” 

the following pages, along with examples the artist’s work, 
are few his views, offered conversationally, art and artists 
the Northwest and America. 


BAY BOTTOM NO. Oil. 20x32” 1950 


BAY COMPOSITION NO. Oil. 1950 
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BAY, RED VERSION. Oil. 22x28” 1950 


BEACH. Oil. 26x32” 


Portland little bit slow becoming aware art. There’s 
artists’ group here. Oh, all the artists know one another, and 
friendly one another—not particularly critical—but aesthetically, 
there have been very close ties. There are some good artists here— 
Carl and Hilda painter and she’s sculptor, Jack Mc- 
Larty, George Johanson, Gardner, Mike Russo—all painters, 
and Manuel Izquierdo, sculptor. Also Don Sorensen, painter, and 
James McGarrell, painter from Indiana who’s Reed College— 
coming very strongly, and young painter, Lee Kelly. There isn’t 
any regional art any more—not the same sense that there was the 
Thirties. People like attach labels, like the “Oriental Influence.” 
think that was label that was applied after people saw the work two 
three men—well, man like Tobey. around Seattle more people 
are influenced by, say, Tobey, than Portland. The painters Eugene 
and Corvallis things very distinct from what going here. think 
there are certain regional characteristics—color, certain rhythms, cer- 
tain gestures, but there’s organized regionalism. 
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DYING SEASON. Oil and tempera. 15x22” 1948 


JETTY STRUCTURE. Oil. 42x30” 1952 
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BEACH ROCKS. Oil. 13x23” 1952 


The way for young artist get recognition send things 
open shows, and get gallery New York. difficult—there are 
many painters. don’t know how now, but used very 
tough. But there are many new galleries, practically all them han- 
dling American painters. Toward the end the Project, you 
get any gallery handle your work. They'd look and say, “We 
like what doing, but can’t sell it; can sell only French 
All changed since the War. The strength American 
painting has come since the Project days. has put American paint- 
ing the forefront. American painting influencing Europe. Many 
European painters are coming here. 
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THE SEA BEYOND. Oil. 32x40” 1952 


Most artists want secure lives—families and homes, and lot 
them want safety. bohemian element here. And this business 
equating success with money problem. Comfort isn’t stimulating. 
paraphrase Renoir, art grows out art. doesn’t grow out any 
other activity. That's what miss here. God, see painting 
here, see being made. 


WINTER BEACH, 13x26" 1952 


LAVA FIELD. Oil. 28x36” 1953 


SOFT Oil. 1953 
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EARTH AIR. Oil. 28x22” 1955 
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EDWIN BINGHAM 


CHARLES ERSKINE SCOTT WOOD: 
“AN ERA AND REALM” 


The concept the universal man without honor the twentieth 
century. Our era belongs the specialist. The gifted amateur who 
dilettante best, fourflusher worst. The precise and channeled 
mind prevails over the expansive and diffuse. Outside the rim our 
special interest sphere, move cautiously, apologetically, studding 
our talk with qualifications and deferring without struggle qualm 
the assumed superiority the expert. Charles Erskine Scott Wood 
stands sharp contradiction the twentieth century standard the 
specialist. Col. Wood (the “colonel” was militia title) approached the 
Renaissance ideal the universal man, fitting into nearly ninety-two 
years living three distinct careers and variety experiences, and 
exhibiting the process remarkably diverse talents and rare capacity 
for savoring life. lived strenuously, often extravagantly, both 
terms money and emotion. His friends were drawn from contrasting 
corners society. They included such odd assortment Jim Hill, 
builder the Great Northern Railroad; anarchist Emma Goldman, 
Robinson Jeffers, Clarence Darrow, Yehudi Menuhin, Lincoln Stef- 
fens, Mark Twain, and Chief Joseph the Nez Percé Indians. Those 
who remember Wood usually describe patriarchal figure with 
exuberant hair and flowing beard. They seem recall most vividly the 
man’s performance the way told story, read poem, made 
sketch the finesse and flourish with which ordered dinner 
exclusive New York restaurant, putting together his order lovingly and 
the grand manner, without being either overbearing patronizing 
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the infinite pains and the skill revealed laying the floor patio 
fountain, fitting the varicolored stones and pieces tile into pattern 
that would recapture the sparkle pebbled mountain stream flashing 
the sun. There was rugged, informal dimension Wood’s person- 
ality, the influence perhaps his frontier experience and his years 
Oregon, but that aspect his personality was definitely tempered 
love beauty and sensuous appreciation the good things life— 
fine wines, pungent cheeses, exotic stones, well the influence 
his boyhood reading, Spanish and classical literature, that was im- 
part urbane and finished flavor even his western verse. The over- 
all impression expansive, individualistic man engaging sim- 
plicity, warmly human, love with life and profoundly responsive 
the world nature, yet moving easily and without affectation within 
the sophisticated circles business and society. 

Pennsylvanian birth and graduate the United States Mili- 
tary Academy, Wood was young lieutenant September, 1875, when 
reported Fort Vancouver, Washington Territory, and was from 
there, more than year later, response request for volunteers, 
that undertook guide Mr. Charles Taylor Chicago expe- 
dition Alaska scale Mount St. Elias. The expedition failed its 
purpose, but Wood became intrigued with the possibility discovering 
the headwaters the Yukon following the Chilcat its source and 
then going overland, and requested extended leave absence 
test his idea. His request was granted, but the same steamer which bore 
the news his leave also brought word the resistance the Nez 
Percé Indians attempts force them onto reservation, and Wood 
rejoined his regiment, the 21st Infantry, which had been ordered out 
against the Indians. 

the running fight nearly two thousand miles, the Nez 
although outnumbered and encumbered women and children, gener- 
ally out-maneuvered and out-fought the United States Army troops. 
The chase ended when the Indians, led Chief Joseph, were inter- 
cepted fresh forces under Col. Nelson Miles Bear Paw Moun- 
tain, Montana Territory, some thirty miles south the Canadian line. 
Wood served throughout the pursuit Chief Joseph, acting most the 
time one Gen. Howard’s aides, and was the young, impres- 
sionistic Lt. Wood who recorded the simple and moving surrender 
speech Joseph October 1877. contact with the Nez 
Percé developed him sympathy and respect for the Indians well 
approval their conception beneficial use the land without indi- 
vidual ownership. 

Late 1880, Gen. Howard was assigned the superintendency the 
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United States Military Academy, and Lt. Wood, one his aides, 
went with him and was shortly made adjutant. February the next 
year, the Academy was honored visit from Mark Twain and Joe 
Twichell, Hartford’s robust and red-blooded Congregationalist minis- 
ter. Adjutant Wood had part showing the pair around West Point, 
and out their meeting developed relationship with Mark Twain 
which, though but sparingly nourished either personal contact 
regular correspondence, was more than casual and was highly prized 
Wood until died 1944, nearly thirty-five years after Twain’s death. 
One result the Twain-Wood relationship was the printing 
Twain’s notorious piece rough-and-tumble dialogue might have 
taken place Queen Elizabeth’s private chambers. Wood, making se- 
cret use the Academy print shop, reproduced about fifty copies the 
brief but scandalous sketch, casting old English-style type pre- 
serve the spirit Elizabethan times. This “West Point edition” 
Twain’s excursion into pornography, the first “authorized” printing, 
has served model for most subsequent printings and highly prized 
collectors. 

the surface, young Lt. Wood had made substantial progress his 
military career. had penetrated little known part Alaska. had 
served creditably the Nez Percé campaign. had been promoted 
first lieutenant June, and was welcome the social circle 
surrounding Gen. Howard. Actually, however, Wood was part-time 
and half-hearted soldier. His creative impulse was very much alive, and 
was filling his notebooks with verse, anecdote, and impression drawn 
from his army experience. Moreover, paralleling his literary bent was 
growing interest law. During his earlier duty Vancouver Barracks, 
Wood had served legal officer and had been admitted the territorial 
bar. Now, the fall 1882, was granted leave absence from 
West Point permit him study law and political science Columbia 
University. There was granted LL.B. and B.S. 1883. The 
justification for the training law was increase his efficiency 
officer, but likely that, that time, Wood was contemplating 
change careers. The months spent New York were strange ones 
for army officer leave. addition his university work, was 
writing piece for Century his frontier experiences and 
was renewing his friendship with the painter, Alden Weir, whom 
had known cadet days. Wood was taken into small bohemian circle 
artists and agents, group including Olin Warner, Weir, Wyatt 
Eaton, Childe Hassam, Drake, art editor Century, and occa- 
sionally, Albert Pinkham Ryder. The group frequently gathered for 
meals little French restaurant the south side Washington 
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Square saloon, the corner Fourth and Fourteenth, that 
served imported German beer and fine Swiss cheese and rye bread. 
these meetings, the discussions were generally art and the rebel- 
lion against the Hudson River school painting. Wood was happy 
among those rebels, who could also appreciate good food and heady 
conversation. 

Meanwhile, nearly four years earlier, while detached service 
Washington, C., Lt. Wood had married Nannie Moale Smith 
November, 1878. The next year son, Erskine, was born Vancouver 
Barracks, and then, 1881, daughter, Nan, was born West Point. 

March, 1883, Wood was relieved from duty aide Gen. How- 
ard’s staff, and proceeded join his regiment Boise Barracks, 
Idaho. was neither happy assignment nor happy station, partly 
because his ill health, diagnosed gastritis and malarial 
cachexia long standing,” and partly because his family was Van- 
couver, Washington, where William Maxwell, third child, had just 
been born. After long exchange military correspondence, initiated 
when Lt. Wood sought permanent transfer Vancouver Barracks for 
benefit his health, and involving less than sixteen endorsements, 
resigned when the request for change station was denied. With his 
resignation, effective September 22, 1884, after ten years service, 
Wood turned the practice law Portland, Oregon also turned 
new life. 

For more than thirty years Wood’s residence was Portland. There 
made his living and raised his family. His handling salvage case 
that other lawyers had avoided gave him start maritime law, and 
over the years his legal practice went through variety phases, in- 
cluding period when and George Williams, former attorney 
general Grant’s cabinet and later mayor Portland, were partners. 
Wood was legal advisor and friend some the wealthiest and most 
influential people the city—families such the William Ladds and 
the Henry Corbetts. There irony the fact that, the same time 
that was active corporation law and was the representative pri- 
vate property interests, Wood was working lawyer the other 
side the tracks behalf various groups individuals who felt 
victimized the prevailing social order. 

The sharp dichotomy Wood’s legal practice reflected developments 
his social and political philosophy. his law practice grew, came 
feel that too often the clash between property and human rights, 
the human rights were sacrificed. had seen dramatic examples 
the conflict his service the Indian campaigns, and found again 


and again represented private utility companies, railroads and 
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other powerful financial interests the Pacific Northwest. matter 
how outspoken became his criticism special privilege and his 
condemnation system that his words, “rested that vicious, old, 
feudal deed fee simple—the deed which gave the timber, the water, 
the copper, the coal—everything—to B., his heirs and his assigns 
forever ...,” still lawyer Wood continued make his living repre- 
senting exemplars the system against which inveighed. ex- 
plained that chose play the rules that prevailed society, main- 
taining all the while his right advocate drastic changes those rules 
the structure the society itself. 

Wood’s experience led him into what chose call “philosophical 
anarchism.” Rooted perhaps reaction against the authoritarianism 
his father, who had been something domestic tyrant, Wood’s rebel- 
lious tendencies had been aggravated four years the Military Acad- 
emy and decade the Army. His radical views were shaped 
some extent contact with the Indians and, perhaps more sharply, 
his experience the law and through reading Thoreau, Henry 
George, Proudhon, and Kropotkin. any rate, although the 
was capable making patriotic appeal according the best spread- 
eagle style nineteenth century Fourth July oratory, the early 
years the new century was shocking staid Portlanders speaking 
and writing such incendiary topics free love and agnosticism. 
When anarchist Emma Goldman was prevented from making public 
addresses Portland, Wood came her rescue, gave her legal repre- 
sentation and support, and appeared defiantly upon the public platform 
introduce her audiences the city. like manner, defended 
Margaret Sanger and her right disseminate information concerning 
birth control, and made public appearances her behalf. was im- 
pressed the preachments “Big Bill” Haywood, and offered his 
legal services without obligation the more than one 
occasion. 

matter how visionary his views the ultimate solution for the 
ills society, worked effectively within the sphere the here and 
now. When Emma Goldman rebuked him for his tendency temporize, 
calling him countered with, will take any wagon 
going way.” Thus could work for the initiative and referendum 
the single tax early the century, campaign for Wilson 1912, and 
endorse the reforms the New Deal the Thirties. 

Inseparable from his radicalism was lawyer Wood’s literary interest. 
continued the notebook habit, begun the Army, his legal and 
business dealings kept him the move—to St. Paul, Washington, 
New York, and out into the Harney Desert check vast 
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land grant that was his responsibility. Armed with battery sturdy, 
thick-barreled fountain pens clipped his vest, wrote trains 
depots, alongside irrigation ditches, and campfires, recording 
snatches dialogue, bits description, and ideas for stories, sketches, 
songs, ballads, sonnets, and philosophical and nature essays. 

earliest success publication occurred during his army years 
when articles the Alaskan trip and his experiences the North- 
west Indian campaigns appeared Midwest newspapers and Cen- 
tury Magazine. When the Pacific Monthly, promotional and literary 
magazine, was launched Portland 1898, Col. Wood’s help was 
solicited. For more than decade, was heavy contributor, writing 
under outlandish pseudonyms such “Felix Benguiat” 
Bosque,” and providing poetry, short stories, book reviews 
and, under his own name, monthly commentary, “Impressions,” 
which expressed, with vigorous and courageous independence, his 
radical views contemporary topics. For time Col. Wood experi- 
mented with the short story, and between 1900 and 1908 many his 
stories appeared the Pacific Monthly Liberty, New York 
organ which supported anarchism and which was edited Benjamin 
Tucker. These tales, although they range widely atmosphere, 
are all statements their author’s social philosophy. The stories are 
uneven merit, but the best them are effective. the 
Wise,” appearing Liberty May, 1907, for example, Wood success- 
fully captures the Arabian Nights flavor describes food, drink, and 
surroundings sensuous detail. His figures speech are graceful and 
apt, and the verse fragments within the story are haunting beauty. 
carries the radical doctrine easily, almost imperceptibly, 
for the propaganda distinctly subordinated the story teller’s art. 
During these same years, name appeared with fair regularity 
below anti-imperialist verse the editorial section Louis Post’s 
Public, outlet for radical opinion. 

Meanwhile, 1901, number legends, which Wood had 
gathered during his frontier experiences, were printed privately his 
son, William Maxwell, and Lewis McArthur, Max’s chum, 
what the boys called the Attic Press. The tales, with concluding myth 
devising, were bound into small volumes and were distributed 
among select subscribers, including some the most prominent Port- 
land families. 

dual apprenticeship literature and social criticism was 
crowded busy life, but clearly his writing the lawyer’s heart lay. 
facilitate his creative work, Wood had private office the Cham- 
ber Commerce Building, apart from the law offices his firm. There 
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often retreated the end the working day and Sundays im- 
prove his craft perhaps sketch paint. This was the existence 
cared most about. There seemed find fulfillment way that was 
impossible the practice law the conduct business. Still, that 
creative part his life was largely unshared. His wife’s interests seem 
have been social rather than intellectual aesthetic, and there were, 
after all, five children the Wood household. Although Mrs. Wood 
did not interfere with her husband’s artistic bent nor seek dissuade 
him from his extreme views, she apparently was not sympathy with 
his excursions into radical thought creativity. 

Wood might well have continued his double existence without ever 
definitely having broken the pattern his life had not been for his 
meeting with young woman poet who was also need intellectual 
companionship. Sara Bard Field was twenty-six—thirty years younger 
than Wood—when she came Portland. She had married Baptist 
minister, Albert Ehrgott, and had gone with her husband first 
Burma and then Cleveland; there Sara became actively involved 
the reform administration Mayor Tom Johnson. Again the 
Church called, this time Oregon, and the move Portland 
seemed Mrs. Ehrgott impose kind cultural exile. Her 
friend, Clarence Darrow, had tried console her bit suggesting 
that she get touch with Charles Erskine Scott Wood who, assured 
her, was force for liberalism the Pacific Northwest. turned out, 
Sara met Wood dinner given Darrow one his trips 
Oregon. There were other meetings, and the friendship developed rap- 
idly. Wood was hungry for talk literature and social reform, and 
was Sara. Eager for criticism, asked her look over some his 
writing, which kept chest his literary retreat. Buried beneath 
mass occasional verse, character sketches, and essays, Sara came 
across paper-covered notebook full free verse fragments dealing 
with the southeastern Oregon desert. Over the years, from the time 
his first military service the desert’s edge, Wood had returned the 
desert theme. The distance, the solitude, the mystery and remoteness, 
the hidden life revealed reluctantly and then only the patient and per- 
sistent viewer—these aspects the desert worked profoundly the 
poet, turning his mind contemplation and speculation. Sara was con- 
vinced that the material held great promise, and stimulated and encour- 
aged her criticism and advice, Wood expanded and shaped the verse 
fragments into Poet the Desert—the best, thought, his 
creative work. This long poem cast the form dialogue between 
abstraction, Truth, and the Poet, who enters the desert seeking the 
remedy for sick society. the desert the Poet finds proportion and 
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peace and freedom. Nature appears clean and clear contrast the 
confusion and ignorance man, who self-deceived and betrayed 
through his faith authority and force. The poem essentially optimis- 
tic and humanitarian tone, suggesting that through compliance with 
nature’s law, revealed with particular poignancy the desert, mankind 
can find freedom and enduring harmony. The Poet, however, does not 
shrink from the possibility violent revolution, and the poem closes 
that note. 

The Poet the Desert appeared various versions, some which 
are relatively free philosophical anarchism, and perhaps signifi- 
cant that the descriptive passages, free from radical statement, that 
appear anthologies American literature and verse. Aside from The 
Poet the Desert, published poetry consists largely maga- 
zine contributions, slender volume western verse, Poems from the 
Ranges, and the posthumously-published Collected Poems, which con- 
tains miscellaneous verse gathered from periodicals, along with sam- 
pling selected Sara from the poet’s manuscripts. The western verse 
unimpressive except perhaps for the poem, “First Snow,” simple 
description cattle winding down canyon. The setting the poem 
eastern Oregon country, but the verse universal rather than re- 
gional appeal, and has what one critic called direct- 


The cows are bawling the mountains. 
The snowflakes fall. 
They are leaving the pools and pebbled fountains. 
Troubled, they 
They are winding down the mountain’s shoulders 
Through the open pines, 
The wild-rose thickets, and the granite boulders 
broken lines. 
Each calf trots close beside its mother 
And they go, 
and calling one another 
About the snow. 


There are other poems some merit the western collection well 
among nature lyrics, but, the poet was the first acknowl- 
edge, some the items would have been better burned. 

Not long after Poet the Desert was first published, Wood pro- 
duced very different type dialogue: brief, broadly satirical, lam- 
pooning Anthony Comstock and his efforts suppress Margaret 


Sanger’s birth control movement. The discourse was printed The 
Masses, Marxist monthly. The editors were delighted with his first 
offering and asked for more. Other pieces followed from time time. 
The conversations take place Heaven among such figures God 
kind alter ego the colonel), Jesus, Rabelais, Voltaire, Mark Twain, 
the battered soul pacifist, Teddy Roosevelt, and Bob Ingersoll—all 
discussing prohibition, censorship, war, fundamentalism, and similar 
controversial topics. The pieces evoked spirited public response, and one 
dialogue put The Masses off the newsstands New York beginning 
with Jesus’s question: “Father, were you and mother ever 

1927, Vanguard Press published collection the dialogues under 
the title, Heavenly Discourse. Wood recognized that Heavenly Dis- 
course was blunter, more heavy-handed than classical satire, but fash- 
ioned was for the relatively untutored mind, was intended 
bludgeon rather than pierce. One reviewer called the dialogues “the 
best examples rough and ready journalistic satire ever published 
this country.” There fun the characterizations—Rabelais with his 
sensuous love meat and Noah, the drunken mariner who pre- 
fers wine after his experience with water, and Satan, who petitions 
Omniscience for contract permit him light and move the stars, 
certain that can generate enough power hell run the universe. 
Nor was the humor always within the dialogues, when lady cus- 
tomer asked San Francisco bookseller where she could find “Celestial 
Intercourse.” Heavenly Discourse, best known book, still 
print Penguin pocket book edition, and recently 1953, ap- 
peared Danish translation. 

The fullness Oregon years can only suggested. The 
number his children had grown five, with Lisa Bryson born 
1884 and Berwick Bruce three years later, both Portland. His law 
practice continued steady drain upon his time and energy, and 
was much demand after-dinner speaker, say nothing 
the speeches made his own initiative support various causes 
believed in. joined William U’Ren working for the 
initiative, referendum, and recall, and supported Woodrow Wil- 
son from the public platform. Col. Wood also exerted the region 
cultural influence that was less real because difficult measure 
with precision. was Wood who commissioned his friend, Olin 
Warner, design the Skidmore Fountain still seen downtown 
Portland. his commentary, and through reviews 
the Pacific Monthly, passed judgment current books, and con- 
tributed art criticism. encouraged well-to-do Portlanders buy the 
work American artists such Alden Weir, Albert Pinkham 
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Ryder, and Childe Hassam. self-appointed agent for Weir, Wood 
marketed his paintings, thereby aiding needy artist and improving the 
aesthetic tone some the more wealthy Portland households. was 
even able lure Childe Hassam out the far West with the promise 
good fishing and landscape, the Harney Desert, worthy the 
painter’s brush. 

When Wood sought release from the pressures business and the 
law, turned the desert loved. However, even there was not 
entirely free from responsibility, for agent for the international bank- 
ing house Lazard Freres, was obliged inspect the Willamette 
Valley and Cascade Mountain Military Wagon Road grant. The grant 
ran from Albany, the Santiam, across the Cascade Range, over 
the Deschutes River Harney Valley and across its border down 
the Malheur River Ontario, the Snake. was the sale this huge 
tract and the commission derived from that freed Wood from the legal 
profession and permitted him, 1920, break with his family, after 
providing for them financially, and locate northern California, 
where spent the quarter century that remained him writing and 
sharing rich and intellectually fruitful companionship with Sara 

Field. 

quiet defiance society, the two poets determined live out their 
lives together whatever cost pain and separation themselves and 
others. They stayed for time San Francisco, but the Bay City’s fog, 
along with their desire for seclusion, led them acquire property 
hilltop partly covered with vineyards and rising from the southern edge 
the village Los Gatos. The pair came that retreat 1922, but 
not certain that they wanted locate indefinitely Los Gatos, they 
went Europe, part scout out the continent place perma- 
nent residence. December 1924, however, they were back, having 
decided build the Los Gatos property. 

Before plans for the house had gone very far, Wood determined 
sacrifice the concept view from the front the house and trade for 
the idea placing the structure the hollow the hill, with the slope 
the foreground. Thus the house was built around 
inner court, which was extended graduated terraces, studded with 
flowers and shrubs, toward and merging with the steep hill that, 
rimmed was live oaks and eucalypti, made striking backdrop. 
The house was made merge with lovely grove oaks, forming with 
the gentle slope the grove small, natural theater. steep and narrow 
road twisted down from the house the highway below, where two 
huge stone felines guarded the entrance and gave the estate its name, 
“The Cats.” 


the months passed, the house rose slowly. was built last, with 
walls stone blocks and reinforced concrete roofs and floors, heavy, 
wooden doors and tiled court with fountain. Late October, with the 
masonry largely completed, two the Italian workers turned wine- 
making. Wood was fascinated the process—the productivity the 
earth, the storing and preserving for the lean, cold days all the abund- 
ance the vine. reveled the smell the crushed grapes, the sculp- 
turesque attitudes the workers about the press, their arms purpled 
the elbows, and the rich autumnal tints that hung around them 
tapestries. The wine produced from the Los Gatos grapes bore the label, 
honor Sara. The knowledge that 210 gallons wine 
drawn from the upper and lower vineyards were bubbling and ferment- 
ing the basement below the house sublime defiance the Volstead 
Act delighted the colonel’s anarchistic soul. 

Life The Cats was curious blend primitive and aristocratic 
flavors. The planning behind was designed secure seclusion and 
foster creative work. Each poet had his working area, and before long, 
separate twin studios placed back-to-back the hill, away from the 
house, permitted Wood and Sara work alone, each his own pace, 
meeting briefly for lunch and then returning separate tasks until the 
working day was over. free themselves for their creative work, they 
shared their hill with Italian couple, Mary and Vincent Marengo. 
Mary was cook, companion, and maid for the household, while Vincent 
was gardener, and man-of-all work. Although technically 
employed servants, the relationship that developed was much closer 
and more complex than that employer employee. Mary and Vin- 
cent were treated friends and were respected for their skills. turn, 
they gave dogged, adoring devotion Sara and ood, along with the 
kind service that beyond purchase. 

Although the two poets coveted their privacy, they were sense 
recluses. They loved good company, provided that they might have 
largely their own terms. They delighted planning evening 
around the presence talented guests. Sometimes the gatherings were 
large, the summer 1927, when Albert Elkus, pianist and com- 
poser, and Robert Pollak, Viennese violinist, provided concert for 
more than fifty guests. Often there were smaller groups, frequently 
featuring special guests, perhaps and Una Lincoln 
John Steinback, John Cowper Powys, William Rose Benét, 
Yehudi They gathered talk, read aloud, criticize, 
and devour crisp-skinned roast turkey, with wild rice, her 
spaghetti Milanese, and always there was Princess wine from the do- 
mestic cellar. The most spectacular entertainments were birthday cele- 
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brations for Col. Wood, particularly those when turned decade. The 
eightieth birthday brought nearly one hundred friends large, flower- 
bedecked living room. After late supper, the entertainment began with 
dramatization bit Wood’s satire, followed some interpretive 
dancing and the singing Wagnerian aria Noél Sullivan. Then 
there were speeches, serious and frivolous, some reading Gaelic 
poetry Ella Young, Irish poet, and the staging Wood’s Invita- 
tion the Young Bacchante the Old Faun, produced Hedwiga 
Reicher Hollywood. The rest the evening was unplanned and gave 
way informal singing, reading from The Poet the Desert, and 
conversation. 

Because Erskine and Sara were people broad sympathy and great 
compassion, The Cats was kind clearing house for causes and 
place appeal for victims various forms injustice and discrimina- 
tion. Both the poets spoke public protest against the continued im- 
prisonment Tom Mooney, the labor agitator involved the 1916 
Preparedness Day parade bombing San Francisco. They spent hours 
their time writing letters behalf lesser known figures such 
Ella Young, who sought avoid deportation, Max Hayek, translator 
Whitman, Tagore, and Wood’s The Poet the Desert into Ger- 
man Hayek needed sponsors was escape the terror 
the Nazis. And there were many more. Wood and Sara, despite the 
possibilities withdrawal The Cats, were very much this world. 

The creative work the two progressed independently, and they 
rarely formally collaborated, but course deeper sense, there was 
constant collaboration and consultation. the same year that Vanguard 
Press brought out Heavenly Discourse, Sara’s The Pale Woman and 
Other Poems appeared. Five years later 1932, she won with Barabbas 
the California Book Club’s award for the best literary work Cali- 
fornian. Barabbas dramatic narrative with religious theme. Dark- 
ling Plain, published 1936, was the last her major works, but dur- 
ing the next year there was private printing selected poems 
Wood and her, and then, 1949, she edited her Collected 
Poems, furnishing perceptive and helpful introduction. 

The years that Wood and Sara spent together California were 
creative years the broadest conceivable sense. Both were serious 
their dedication their work, but beyond that they were dedicated 
the art living. This not say that their lives were uninterrupted 
idyl. There were disappointments. There were money troubles during 
the Depression years. There was serious sickness for each. There was 
separation from family, and there was deep sorrow when each lost 
child from earlier marriage. Neither them could escape the past, 
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but each had rare capacity for the enjoyment and enrichment the 
present, and there seems seldom have been misunderstanding dis- 
cord. Out their devotion each other, and from the beauty and grace 
the surroundings which they lived, they shaped relationship that 
was much thing their own creation any piece poetry fash- 
ioned their twin studios the hill. Their existence was nicely but 
not evenly proportioned between solitude and celebration. The solitude 
was the more important, and they gloried the sense aloneness 
their private hill. Particularly Wood, who had been restless and rebel- 
lious, the experience Los Gatos must have been deeply satisfying. 
Sara gave him youth and graciousness, great love, and criticism and 
advice his writing. not easy suggest what gave her: 
something his vitality, perhaps, and strength and wordly wisdom, 
born out long and varied experience, upon which she might draw; 
security, with chance develop her own talent, plus broad philos- 
ophy freedom that she could accept and share, and finally, part 
shaping Wood’s writing into more finished form. Each drew from the 
other union that was spiritually symbiotic. Abundant evidence that 
some such relationship existed can drawn from the couple’s double 
journal, from quite explicit statements letters from friends and ad- 
mirers, from the testimony those still living who knew Sara and 
Wood and who can vividly recall the quality their life together. 

The last years Wood’s life were marred illness. 1937, suf- 
fered coronary thrombosis from which made remarkable recov- 
ery, considering was eighty-four the time occurred. But failing 
eyesight and ebbing vitality prevented his completing number proj- 
ects progress. died January 20, 1944, just one month short his 
ninety-second birthday. His body was cremated, and his ashes were 
sown through the live oak grove The Cats, had wished. 

three careers, Charles Erskine Scott Wood was distinctive; 
none was superlative. was competent, dissatisfied, soldier 
who participated one the most dramatic and tragic Indian cam- 
paigns our history. Portland attorney, maintained varied 
practice, supported large family, and managed hold onto propertied 
clients while vigorously attacking the bases their security. 
achieved degree success the level practical social and political 
reform, despite views that were labeled those visionary. was 
force for cultural advance and refinement the Pacific Northwest. Al- 
though his poetry and much his prose known only few, 
Heavenly Discourse his broad satire reached substantial audience. 

The essential quality the man, however, lies not his military 
record, not his legal career, not his writing; nor biographical 
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sketch likely capture it. Wood's great force was personal one and 
thus outlives the man only limited and attenuated form. many who 
knew him was truth kind “era and 


The words, “an era and realm,” are quotation from appreciation written 
James Caldwell, now professor English the University California, 
the time death. essay rests largely upon materials the 
Wood collection the Henry Huntington Library, and the materials have 
been used with the permission Mrs. Sara Bard Field Wood. 


MARY LOU AUSTRIA 
EVERY MOMENT 


Every moment dying: 

When the cock crew 

The sun bled the earth’s womb 
Stirring all winged things 
Bees bit into blood and died 

Birds flew out sea 

(circled rocks and dived). 

The sound nails splitting wood 
Shrank into flesh gates grating bones 
Someone dying room 

The air filled with the bones fly, 
Cracking the jaws spider 
Dancing round his bed. 

Blue hook (singing bridled throat, ears bleeding) 
Pulls spliced cries through the red-singing sea. 
child has split the womb, bloody-eyed 
Tears his first fierce breath and cries 

mother crying her 

Thin walls collapse everywhere 

And blood blinding the sea and the air 
Every moment dying. 


SHERIDAN BAKER 
CANIS MAJOR 


white-cloud day, blue god’s blue eye, 
Dreams the trees’ black limbs and the green grass. 
nun has left her sister and, with shy 

Mysterious determination, has 

Launched effortless course, her clothes 
black sail, across the white cement. 

You cannot see her face, person shows, 

Only two-inch trim white, intent 

space. massive white great Dane with queer 
Splashes black, sudden, proud cliff, 

there, his barks thudding from some wet shore. 
The calm sail turns and stands, breathless and stiff. 
The dog drifts the trees, dissolves and weaves 
shade, stony cloud black vine leaves. 


LUCIAN MARQUIS 


COUNTING THE CASUALTIES 


“Interdisciplinary cooperation” has become the battle cry the social 
sciences. All too often the acceptance slogan has meant the suspen- 
sion critical judgments. The problem was recognized recent 
report, The Behavioral Sciences Harvard, which the authors noted 
that “the chief complaints against interdisciplinary research seemed less 
directed its intrinsic characteristics than the uncritical enthusiasm 
its advocates.” 

“interdisciplinary cooperation” means the exchange and combin- 
ing concepts, data, and techniques separate fields, there nothing 
revolutionary about the approach. long philosophy provided the 
matrix for human knowledge, social issues were seen organic and 
man indivisible. This organic view had been lost largely because 
the artificial division fostered the development specialization. 
However, recent times have been forced recognize once more 
the total character man and social problems. This new 
look has left its mark the areas teaching, research, 
making. Thus, all master’s degrees awarded the Division the 
Social Sciences the University Chicago during 1953-54, twenty- 
five per cent were conferred for work interdisciplinary programs. 
During the same year, the approximately $11,500,000 granted all 
the foundations for research the social sciences, seventy-six per cent 
went big team projects institutions. Finally, the interdisciplin- 
ary composition the Hoover Commission reveals the important role 
which this cooperative approach plays advising the policy makers. 
Interdisciplinary undergraduate programs, joint faculty appointments, 
area studies, and many other ventures testify the widespread accept- 
ance this interdisciplinary approach. the light these develop- 
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ments, the belligerence the more sanguine advocates interdisciplin- 
ary cooperation has been excessive, since their approach has already 
established firm beachhead. time, therefore, that call for 
cease-fire, order assess the price our victory and count the 
casualties. 

The development interdisciplinary cooperation can directly re- 
lated the increasing specialization the physical and social sciences. 
Whereas the nineteenth century such giants Hegel, Comte, and 
Spencer could still attempt embrace all human knowledge, such 
attempt synthesis both intellectually and physically impossible to- 
day. Even within single discipline the sheer quantity articles, mono- 
graphs and books staggering. Accumulation has necessitated the syn- 
opsis data. Furthermore, the desire the social sciences present 
systematic framework has been bolstered certain self-conscious- 
ness the social sciences vis-d-vis the physical sciences. The social 
scientist, emulating the physical scientist, feels that the maturity 
his discipline can gauged the state its systematic theory. 
Paradoxically, the social sciences the desire for systematization with- 
particular discipline has meant the borrowing concepts from other 
areas. For example, David Easton, The Political System: En- 
into the State Political Science, leans heavily the concepts 
and findings sociology. Moreover, the need for interdisciplinary co- 
operation has been driven home the growth positive government 
and large-scale organizations the one hand, and certain develop- 
ments the fields anthropology, sociology, and psychology the 
other. The shift governmental emphasis from protection welfare, 
the positive interference government the economic area, has meant 
that social scientists virtue their expertise were brought into 
policy-making positions and that they were then faced with issues which 
transcended disciplinary boundaries. Phenomena which the ivory 
tower had been isolated for the purpose study were seen inex- 
tricably connected the market place. World War and the continu- 
ing Cold War crisis have made further demands upon social scientists 
address themselves such organic problems psyschological war- 
fare, morale, military government, and the selection personnel. Fi- 
nally, the demands for socio-economic predictions government and 
other large-scale organizations have forced social scientists concern 
themselves with the complex particular trends whether terms 
urban planning the forecasting enemy capabilities. Another factor 
the growth interdisciplinary cooperation has been the development 
sociology, anthropology, and psychology. While approaching their 
problems from different directions, human conduct which has been 
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central their interests. Culture and personality, the view least 
one school thought, are not sharply differentiated entities but are 
closely dependent upon one another. effect, man playing various 
social roles cuts across disciplinary boundaries. 


all the numerous problems connected with the interdisciplinary 
approach there are three the area research that seem demand 
particular attention. They are: the conflict between creativity and team 
research the effect institutionalization upon team research and the 
intellectual cost which socialization, due interdisciplinary coopera- 
tion, may impose upon the individual. 

Admittedly, interdisciplinary cooperation has grown out the basic 
need solve common problems however, does not follow that many 
heads are better than one. Donald Young, the UNESCO Interna- 
tional Social Science Bulletin (1949), has observed that 


assumed with good historical reason that basic innova- 
tions social science may rarely expected from large-scale 
initiation such projects has usually been stimu- 
lated the findings some previous innovator working 
modest scale. There seems alternative continued 
dependence the individual worker for new ideas and pio- 
neering studies. 


This opinion has been borne out Cornell University self-analyti- 
cal case study interdisciplinary group project the social sciences. 
Urie Bronfenbrenner and Edward Devereux, who were involved 
interdisciplinary study community behavior (the Springdale 
noted that the team members Cornell “finally agreed that 
the creative aspects research activity were best carried out individu- 
ally pairs rather than total group.” 

There can little doubt that competence more than one field 
knowledge stimulates creativity. Ogburn and Goldenweiser, The 
Social Sciences and Their Inter-Relations, observed that, great 
reformers modern physical sciences, men like Roentgen, George 
Darwin and Bohr, were equally home physics and chemistry. The 
same true Michelson and Millikan.” Here lies the dilemma. Cre- 
ativity and invention have always been fostered analogy, and some 
the most original work has come out the twilight zone between the 
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disciplines. But the same time, creativity may hampered when 
becomes self-consciously organized interdisciplinary work. 

second probiem the burden that bureaucratization may impose 
upon interdisciplinary research, which necessity carried 
institutional setting. The number individuals who have released 
from teaching duties, the need for technically trained staff, the use 
calculators IBM machines—all make interdisciplinary research 
expensive enterprise which can only subsidized government, pri- 
vate foundations, the universities. The institutional setting tends 
alter the premises upon which the group project was initially under- 
taken. Academic status, which may not have played major role the 
self-selection the research staff, will become important bureaucrati- 
zation takes place. The need for planning, coordination, and direction 
will more quickly perceived members the team feel responsibility 
not only towards each other but also the institution which support- 
ing their research. The individual who will charged with the coordi- 
nation the research will need identify himself both with the inter- 
disciplinary team and with the institution supporting the research 
project. The unanticipated consequences this bureaucratization may, 
sociologist Reinhard Bendix has pointed out, lead the social scientist 
into becoming instrument public private authorities. How many 
the contributions social science based upon research carried out 
corporations universities under government contract lie hidden 
under the fog security classifications 

Finally, interdisciplinary cooperation has been accepted something 
good itself. this sense, threatens become fad. Group effort 
becoming end, not just means. 

The case study mentioned earlier may well serve illustration. 
Commenting the pitfalls interdisciplinary planning, the Cornell 
group noted that cooperation among the members the team was seen 
end itself. There was democratic compulsion hear out and 
approve and incorporate any major idea proposed staff member. 
the same time, there was tendency for each team member rely 
someone else propose decision. The Cornell group noted that, 
“To oneself was felt presumptuous and ‘undemocratic’. All 
phases research activity had shared all members the team 
—reading book, analyzing data, writing down one’s own ideas— 
these after all were not team research; what more, they involved 
working alone.” may asked what extent the “democratic 
provides cloak behind which the individual may hide his insecurities, 
his doubts, and his unwillingness alone. 

attempt the Cornell group analyze itself through techniques 
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applied group dynamics resulted “breakdown communication, 
marked anxiety, hostility, and guilt...the virtual disappearance 
productive activity.” This does suggest that interdisciplinary coopera- 
tion research may purchased, initially least, the price 
thwarted individuality and the leveling tastes and interests. Whereas 
the past the individual researcher could roam freely, perhaps only 
limited area, and responsible only himself, today he, though 
able manage broader horizon, stands lonely the crowd before “his 
peer group with privilege against self-incrimination.” This preoccu- 
pation with “the sense the meeting” interdisciplinary teams may 
result static approach problems, over-concern with tech- 
niques, and unwillingness criticize the status quo. this light, 
compare the Lynds’ Middletown, with its frankly reformative theories, 
Warner’s Yankee City Studies. 

But the costliest casualty interdisciplinary cooperation may well 
prove the graduate student the behavioral sciences. Robert 
Redfield has noted “The Art Social Science” (The American 
Journal Sociology), generation social scientists must rear 
following generation rebels. Now rebellion not well inculcated 
the teaching formal procedure. Indeed, exclusive emphasis for- 
mal procedure may cause atrophy the scientific imagination.” 

The graduate student, who the teacher and researcher the future, 
course sensitive the prevailing winds. Not only does seek in- 
tellectual identification, but also knows that his future career must 
hitched some particular academic star. The large-scale character 
interdisciplinary research encourages him shop around for the most 
attractive deal. And since may introduced the interdisciplinary 
approach early stage his graduate training, often exposed 
surfeit methodology before has had chance explore the 
substance his discipline. The behavioral sciences have gone over- 
board and are floundering Sargasso sea methodology, and the 
graduate student, who has barely learned swim, flounders the most. 

Because the need for agreement among the members inter- 
disciplinary team, because the sense responsibility the 
institution which foots the bill—to show something for the money in- 
vested—there arises the danger that theory will sacrificed tech- 
niques. The Cornell group, for example, noted that the theoretical con- 
cepts were seen member the team the light his own 
discipline. But this did not become apparent first. Only gradually did 
members the group realize that though they spoke one language, their 
concepts carried different meanings. “Once begin talk terms 
data,” they observed, discovered that spoke not one but many 


LUCIAN MARQUIS 


tongues our Babel’s tower abstract concepts collapsed, and sought 
refuge the concreteness operational data.” 

While research the behavioral sciences has operational, can- 
not allow the immediate and the practical dictate what the theoretical 
framework ought be. this happens, the synthesis between theory 
and research the several disciplines—a synthesis which the inter- 
disciplinary approach sought attain the first place—will lost. 

The factors which have led the rise interdisciplinary cooperation 
are real enough. the unanticipated consequences cooperation 
they become expressed mystique the group, they spawn new 
kind man, “the academic entrepreneur” with his eyes the main 
chance, that are shunned. 

must remain aware these dangers, are preserve cre- 
ative and critical approach man and his problems, wish avoid 
the intellectual and emotional stultification which results from blind 
acceptance interdisciplinary cooperation. 
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MELVIN WALKER FOLLETTE 
ELEGY FOR BAKER 


Fin’s doing, dead. 

What death? who would come 
Toa lonely fish whose dumb 
Mouth could never speak 

His small heart’s wound. 

And who death? that week 

week has stalked this poor 
Fish, who silent more 

Than life lies shriveled 

the hostile floor. 

Baker, wicked men bred 
With lust fight, 

Could only lunge the sight— 
Oh, fierce and eloquent sight— 
his fine gills exploding 

the mirror’s image 

Baker, whose lovely rage 

Feeble fell upon his crystal cage. 


Dead. One blue fighting fish, 
genus, Betta, 
his kind, alone, 
Baker name. Dead 
lies, his own 
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thought his imaged love was innocent, 

Baker, Betta, though was passing fair 
How could know, when his weekly care 

busied myself, that was death’s fell agent 
Out his into smaller dish 

lifted him, and flashing there saw 

His fins unfolding lovely wish, 

And long watched him, filled with loving awe. 
Then, left him, planning return 

With water soon. And now, mourn, 

For while dallied, drinking with goodly feres, 
did not see him leap, nor hear his prayers 

agony, once poet said, 

“breathing the terrible oxygen” and now, dead. 


ABLE, BAKER, CHARLEY, DOG, 
KING fishes, how can LOVE 
Release you eternal fog, 

Nebulous, seas above 


Oh, QUEEN heaven, whose great care 
Has marked the sparrow fell, 

Defend this fish from death’s despair 
QUEEN heaven, guard him well. 


Powers, dominions, virtues, thrones, 
Honor this fish whose name was BAKER, 
Death the Butcher, kiss his bones 

And light candle his Maker. 


Great semaphore time, enfold 

The pennants eternity 

BETA, original concept, OLD 

AM, you are, and SHALL BE. 


DAVID WOELLER 


WHITE FEELING 


Cooter and came out the brush and stood the gravel alongside 
the hard road leading away north toward Little Rock. been frog 
hunting down the creek, but didn’t get any because was too 
early the afternoon. both knew was too early, but went 
anyway because there wouldn’t many more times could it. 
One these days Cooter was going away with his and and live 
North. 

Cooter dug wad tar out one the cracks the road and 
gave chunk. took it, even though had told she’d set 
afire she ever caught chewing tar again. 

“You still don’t know when asked. 

Cooter chewed for minute, looking like old Aubry Rye, sat 
the same place the post offiice steps long that had one whole 
section the sidewalk turned black spitting it. 

“Naw,” Cooter said. “Daddy jus’ said sometime soon.” 

walked along the road, looking down the gravel for good 
throwing rocks heave the redwing blackbirds the box elder trees. 

get Cooter said, and from the way 

asked, trying sound like didn’t care. 

“Daddy says supposed tell.” 

“Well, heck,” said. know goin’ tell anybody.” 

Cooter looked that funny way that niggers have sometimes. 
Martha—she’s the woman that does the ironing and cleaning for Ma— 
looks people that same way. says you trust niggers; but 
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don’t feel that way—leastways, not about Cooter. still made kind 
mad though. 

“All right,” said. “Don’t tell me. See who cares.” 

“You promise, 

tried spit between teeth like Cooter, but most landed 
shoe. 

“Of course won’t. You know that.” 

“Daddy says maybe can’t because still owes Mr. Parmenter 
some money for the rent.” 

“So what?” said. didn’t like Old Man Parmenter he’d 
given swat the rear for cutting through his yard. Said was 
tearing his flowers, which wasn’t true all. 

“If was just and like that, Daddy says your would 
put him jail,” Cooter said. 

knew that wasn’t so, because heard say lots times that 
Cooter’s was about the most honest nigger that ever lived. didn’t 
say anything, though, because really didn’t want Cooter away. 
never could see any sense grown nigger going away North 
just mechanic. was good, how come they never took him 
down the new Ford garage? asked Cooter that one time, but 
just gave that funny look and didn’t say anything. 


walked along the road for time, not saying anything more about 
Cooter’s pa. When came the place where the creek cuts close 
the road sat down the shade and made whistles out big, wide 
blades Johnson grass. big blacksnake came sneaking across the 
road toward the creek, and Cooter and danced around him, kicking 
him because neither one had stick. Cooter finally got him the 
tail and snapped him and down until broke his back. Then 
laid him out along one the tar lines the road and waited for 
car come along and squish him. 

After that, just laid there the grass watching the cars 
until the four o’clock whistle blew down the cotton gin. Cooter got 
up, shaking the dust out his clothes. 


got home,” said. most likely got something for 
do.” 


“Me too,” said, but didn’t get up. 

Cooter threw handful grass and took off down the road. 
chased him where the railroad trestle crosses the creek, and 
wrestled there until pinned and had say “calf rope.” Then 
Cooter cut off the dirt road leading down into nigger town, and 
threw rocks each other, heaving them high the other fellow had 
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time get clear case happened come close, until Cooter cut 
through the little corn field his rented from Parmenter. 

Then went home, stopping out behind the chinaberry tree 
scuff dirt over the tar stain shoe see it. 


don’t know why summer always has fast when all the rest 
the year—when there’s school—the time just seems creep along. 
seemed that one day was vacation time and the next was August 
and almost time back. 

The day before, I’d promised Cooter meet him down the creek 
and bring gun could clean out some those blackbirds 
down there. was almost the chinaberry tree when called me. 
went back hurry, hoping whatever she had for wouldn’t 
take long. 

“Billy,” she said. “Where you goin’ with that 

“Just down the creek,” said. shoot blackbirds.” 

“Oh, wish your wouldn’t have given you that thing.” 

just gun, Ma.” 

“Oh, know, know. But you don’t know how your worries with 
you a’carryin’ that thing around. fear lose eye, 
something like that.” 

“What was you wanted, Ma?” asked. 

“And those poor little birds. Flyin’ around one minute happy can 
be, and then dead the next with one them BBs their poor 
little bodies.” 

“Did you want run errand, Ma?” 

“Oh land yes. I’d most forgot, worryin’ about you and that gun and 
all. Run over Adam’s and fetch back gallon buttermilk. Your 
can’t stand the and buttermilk, those paper cartons and all. 
Here, here’s fifty cents. And don’t you linger the way and let the 
buttermilk get warm. Mind now.” 

thought Cooter waiting down under the sycamore and all those 
blackbirds. 

“Aw, golly. Adam lives clean over the river. Why couldn’t 
get the car when comes 

“Now Billy, you know your pa’s tired when gets home. Lordy, 
ain’t more than mile Adam’s and traipse ten times that and 
down the creek. you run, now.” 

“Okay, Ma,” said, walking away. 

well leave that gun here, Billy. You’ll stoppin’ every 
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five minutes along the way and the ruined time you get back.” 

put the gun the porch and started away. 

“Mind, now,” called after me. “You see that Adam gives you 
full measure. You know how the niggers try get away with all they 
can. Here now, don’t forget the jug.” 

really wasn’t far over Adam’s, and knew short cut through 
the pines that saved about quarter-mile. came his place from 
the back side where the pines cleared away and left about three, four 
acres Johnson grass and scrub oak. Over the far side, near the 
river, Adam had his shack and barn and little shed where used 
keep couple goats. Adam was washing buckets the well the 
corner his shack when came up. guess sort scared him ‘cause 
jumped and dropped one the buckets the dirt when spoke 
him. 

“Gawd, boy. How come you come sneakin’ man like that? 
Ain’t you got good 

said that Adam was little crazy from living away off himself 
like did thought was just little grouchy because was old. 

“Ma wants gallon buttermilk,” said. 

Adam kind grumbied, like wished there. Then got 
and went the house. stuck his head out the door once and 
looked me. 

“You wait right there,” said. “An’ noseyin’ around while 
git the hook.” 

was thinking that maybe was right. There wasn’t anything 
wanted see. Cooter and had been here couple times when 
was running errands for his ma. guess she was some kin Adam. And 
then been here lots times get milk butter. Adam came out 
the house carrying the rope with the big iron hook the end it. 
shoved the wooden cover off the well and dangled the hook down 
the water, fishing for the cans milk. was slow about it, 
looked around for something do. Adam’s old runty dog was laying 
over the barn. whistled him, and when didn’t move started 
over toward him. 

“Hey you,” Adam yelled, looking from the well. “Where you 
think you 

“Just over the barn,” said. just want see the dog.” 

“You stay clear that barn, you Adam was shaking his 
finger and almost dropped the rope the well. nothin’ 
there you want see.” 

came back and sat down the well cover. 
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Adam went back fishing the well. people gets along right 
well just a’mindin’ they own business.” 

Now had call get riled over little thing like that. Maybe 
was crazy after all. After little bit fished out the can butter- 
milk and sat down the well. 

“How much you say you grumbled. 

gallon,” said. make sure it’s filled right the neck.” 
could ornery, too. poured out gallon and gave him the fifty- 
cent piece. Adam dug his pockets and gave back dime. 

you may well git,” said, looking over the barn. 
nothin’ here see, and besides, got things do.” 

felt like cussing him out, but just gave him dirty look and walked 
through the scrub oak toward the pines. Once looked back, and old 
Adam was still standing the well, watching the tar out me. took 
the buttermilk back the house and then went meet Cooter down 
the creek. Cooter grinned when saw the gun, but had something 
more important do. 

“Cooter,” said, when got set down under the sycamore. “It ain’t 
long supper time, now, but you know what we’re going tomor- 
row didn’t even give him time answer. goin’ 
spies. Old Adam hidin’ something his place, and whatever 
think he’s got the barn.” 

Cooter looked that funny way, only this time looked 
was going didn’t pay hardly any attention though. was 
there just now,” said. “And let anywhere near the 
barn.” 

Cooter just sat there with that secret look his face, looking out over 
the water. understand why didn’t get more excited about it. 

“Okay Smarty,” said. suppose you already know 
And when looked him knew did. “What then, 

Cooter shook his head. supposed 

“Good gosh, Cooter. You think tell anybody you want 
to?” 

looked and then the gun. “You sure, 

Gosh darn it, but could aggravating sometimes. 


know keep promises, 

stood and walked down toward the creek. all our 
from the said. and Daddy took over last night the 

“You mean really going said. 

nodded. goin’ leave tomorrow night just after dark.” 


3 


DAVID WOELLER 


“What about the money your owes Old Man 

“Daddy’s goin’ send soon gits job North. says 
got now can git school there and can git job 
before owes more money.” 

felt bad all sudden and wondered Old Man Parmenter would 
come and ask send Cooter’s daddy jail. 

“That’s wrong, said. “Ain’t that just the same steal- 
ing?” 

Cooter got mad. ain’t. Daddy says don’t now 
never go. Besides, says he’s goin’ send Mr. Parmenter the money 
soon’s can. That’s all right, ain’t 

didn’t know, didn’t say anything. 

“You promised, Billy. You promised not tell,” Cooter said, looking 
straight me. 

Now was turn get mad. know it,” said. But couldn’t 
look him the eye. 

sat there for little bit more with the gun between us, but 
neither one shot any the blackbirds flying around. 

Pretty soon the gin whistle blew and stood up. got home,” 
said. 

“Me too,” Cooter said. 

stood and walked where the railroad trestle crosses the 
creek. Cooter said goodbye and cut down the dirt road leading into 
nigger town and threw rocks each other for long time. 

was already home when got there and could hear him and 
talking the kitchen. 

“Oh, that boy,” said, clattering the skillet around the stove. 
“He left the buttermilk sittin’ out the porch.” 

yawned. “There’s heap things when you’re ten, Mama. 
guess can’t blame the boy they all aren’t done well.” 

“Amy Barlow says there day goes but what ain’t down 
that creek.” 

“Best place the world for kid play,” said. 

“But Hollis, Amy says he’s forever with that Johnson nigger’s kid. 
Even ate over their place one noon. took hickory him for that, 
but Lord, don’t any good.” 

mighty good man, that Johnson,” said. right well the 
army, hear. Why, was—” 

“But Hollis, eat meal there. Lord, Martha didn’t come today, 
and with week’s ironin’ there the hamper.” 

came out the porch and sat down the top step. unlaced 


WHITE FEELING 


his big shoes and took them off. “Aah,” said. better.” 
looked tired. 

remembered how dragged out and tired had looked the night 
came home after and his deputy had run down the bank robber 
from Oklahoma the pines not far from Adam’s place. just sat 
his big leather chair and looked his gun the table and said some- 
thing about eighteen years was too long sheriff. looked some- 
thing like that now. came out from under the chinaberry tree and sat 
down between his knees. put his big hands shoulders. Neither 
one said anything for long time. 

“What, Boy?” 

looked toward the kitchen door. “Pa, ain’t all right play with 
Cooter 

took long time filling his pipe. reckon is,” said. don’t 
know the boy very well, but his daddy’s good man.” 

thought about what Cooter told this afternoon and took deep 
breath. did you ever put any good men jail?” 

“Oh, reckon have. They may have been bad when they did what- 
ever was they went jail for. It’s hard say. Ain’t nobody all good 
all bad, you know.” 

“Then maybe somebody could something bad just one time and not 
have jail for it, that right 

“That’s hard say, Boy.” 

felt little better when called dinner. 

The next day went down the sycamore the creek, but when 
Cooter didn’t show the time the noon whistle blew the cotton 
gin went home dinner and stayed there all afternoon. That night 
after supper washed the dishes right away and went into the 
living room. got his guitar out the closet and sat his big leather 
chair. sang few gospel songs for Ma, and sang Barbry Allen 
for himself. went over and sat down ear was close the sound 
box. Then sang some train songs. Right the middle the one 
where makes noise like train whistle and hits the big strings 
make them sound like engine puffing, Old Man Parmenter came in. 
watched see would put the guitar back the case whether 
would just lean against the chair. 

“By God, Hollis,” Old Man Parmenter said. “The nigger’s gone. 
Plumb gone—lock, stock, and barrel.” 

“What said. 

that’s who. Skipped out. Plumb gone. Owing hunerd 
an’ thirty back rent.” 
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“You sure he’s said. “And not just off a’visitin’ some- 

“No, God. His woman hauled down her curtains and everything.” 
handed piece paper. “Left this note. Here, read it.” 

took his glasses out his pocket. watched his lips moving 
read the note. 

gave the paper back Old Man Parmenter. you want 
do, 

“Well God, Hollis. You’re the sheriff. want you fetch him 
back, before gets plumb away.” 

put the guitar back the case and put the case the closet. 

don’t think he’ll send the money, that 

Old Man Parmenter took out big blue handkerchief and ran over 
his face. ain’t really that,” said. “It’s, well, God, man 
just can’t tell about those things, Hollis. may and may not. But 
you know well that nigger’s got right thing like 
that.” 

“All right,” said. “You got any idea where might 

the least, Hollis, not the 

got and started walk out the kitchen. got almost the 
door when said, “Boy.” 

And even before turned around started bawl because knew 

finished telling them, they all just sat there looking and 
couldn’t even lift head up. 

mean you knew about this all the Old Man Parmenter 
said. 

nodded, and stood and put her face right next mine. 

“Oh Lord, Billy. And you sides with the niggers. Against 
your own kind. Your own and Pa—” 

“Shut up.” said just like was asking for more coffee 
something, but never heard him say before, and don’t think 
had either. You did know about it, didn’t you, 

nodded head and the tears burned out eyes and wished 
quit looking me. 

went and got his coat, and brought his shoes off the porch. 
stood with his back while got the pistol out his desk. 
went the door with and Old Man Parmenter, and before they left, 
said something her. didn’t hear what was, but after they were 
gone didn’t say anything me. She just sort looked and 
then the ceiling, like was heaven something. 

didn’t come home until morning. was still bed and could 
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hear getting breakfast ready. heard Pa’s big shoes drop the 
kitchen floor. 

“Well, whatever earth did think was doing?” said. 

sounded tired. “Just like the rest us, Mama. just wants 
get the world.” 

had the farm,” said. knows Mr. Parmenter was leni- 
ent enough with the terms. was roof over his head. Good heavens, 
Hollis. What else they want 

didn’t say anything for long time. “No,” said. “J.D. wasn’t 
pressing for the money. The land pretty poor. Hard make decent 
crop it.” 

“Here,” said. “Let have your cup.” 

“Johnson’s smart man,” said. But said he’d gone 
little more debt each year since got back from the war.” 

“What’s Mr. Parmenter going asked. 

don’t know, Mama. said press Johnson went 
back the farm.” heard slap his hand the table. “Why hell, 
Mama, he’s worried about the money he’d stand better chance 
Johnson went North. the boy still bed?” 

“Yes,” said. 

“That man’s got fine family, Mama.” 

“Now Hollis,” said. “He was tryin’ beat debt, and you 
couldn’t anything else.” 

sounded surprised. “Why, course. It’s not 

could hear the bacon frying, and the sound chairs being pulled 
the table. Then for long time the kitchen was quiet. After the 
chairs were pushed away again, said, you know what that 
boy his said, Billy’s 

“Oh Hollis, wish not talk about anymore.” 

“They were just about packed away when got Adam’s and told 
Johnson they wouldn’t able go. His wife and boy just stood there 
and looked for long time. the boy just walked over 
and said, ‘How does feel white, sheriff 

“Land said. “He had call say anything like that. 
Why, stars...” 


For about month after school started didn’t down the creek. 
talked Mr. Perkins down the Ferd garage, and got 
job there, sweeping up, and keeping tools clean, and like that. 
They stayed with the farm, but said the money made 
the garage during the winter would help them out. Then one day 
65 
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just before started get cold, took gun and headed 
toward the pines. When got down the creek, Cooter was sitting 
under the big sycamore. felt kind funny. looked each other 
for long time and finally had look away. When turned around 
saw Cooter’s head was down his knees and could see his shoulders 
shaking. walked over real quiet and sat down beside him under the 
sycamore. wanted say something but knew would sound silly. 
after while just put arm around his shouders and squeezed 
him little. And put his little burr head over against cheek and 
could feel tears falling hand. 

said. “Cooter? couldn’t help it. didn’t really mean 
tell.” 

Cooter looked then, and had that funny look his face. 
thought all the times I’d seen him look like that, and what 
said that night when they were going away. Then grinned 
just little, and when saw that, kind smiled too, glad that had 
gun along, and glad there were many blackbirds around, and 
glad that Cooter had come down the creek. 

And just was about tell him so, smacked right the 
nose. 

let out holler, though didn’t hurt much right then. stood there 
holding hand over nose and the blood was running down arm 
under sleeve. Cooter didn’t say anything, and even though wanted 
didn’t either, and just stood there looking each other. And 
then Cooter turned and walked off down the creek. watched him 
until looked kind wiggly and nose began hurt. All through 
the brush and back onto the hard road, nose was hurting and 
couldn’t breathe through it. And began ran the gravel 
alongside the road. 

“You damn nigger,” yelled, bawling. “Goddamn nigger.” 

When got home washed face without seeing me, and then 
went out and sat down under the chinaberry tree. 
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RANGER! 


Crater Lake Park ranger, initiate FACETS, which, from time 
time, colors and patterns that might otherwise remain obscured will, 
hope, reflected. Mr. Moll, who English the University Ore- 
gon, was member the team which, the Thirties, executed the plans 
that made the Crater Lake country national park. 


Note: With Ernest Moll’s reminiscences his experiences 


was mid-winter night Eastern Colorado. wind off the prairie 
was driving snow against the window; the nearby Rockies, knew, 
were hunching under. had pushed aside pile freshman themes 
that might listen the night, but the neatly-folded papers would not 
quite give their claim attention. They made nagging tune 
it: 


“Words, words, words and nothing say, 
Baa, baa, baa! 

Pronouns and verbs that have gone astray, 
Baa, baa, 


stuck record. shut ears what breathed the window and 
pulled paper from the middle the stack. least would not bul- 
lied into reading from Adam, James Bissel, Anne down 
Alfred Zickenfuss. Not that order. 

The subject for this set themes was one that some director Eng- 
lish composition must have hailed with delight when came him 
Venus rising from the sea.” The topic was “an unforgettable ex- 
After three hours unforgettable experiences had come 
the conclusion that God made grave mistake when endowed humans 
with powers memory. 


— 
FACETS 


ERNEST G. MOLI. 


But one essay was different. The young lady who wrote showed 
her mettle right the start ignoring the prescribed title and using 
its place one her own choosing. was And the ex- 
perience she described did turn out unforgettable. I’m remember- 
ing after thirty-five years. 

Miss described her first visit national park. Her trip the 
park was treat her parents gave her before sending her off college. 
have forgotten the name the park, but recall vividly the landscape 
the young lady depicted. was almost flat area ringed purple hills 
the distance. Great logs and smaller chunks petrified wood littered 
the hard ground. Cacti sprawled everywhere; was variety with 
thick leaves generously studded with spines. The day was scorcher. 

And remember the story. 

Miss had wandered off herself wonder the great logs and 
find choice piece slip into her pocket for keepsake. She had 
slightly uneasy feeling that was against the law appropriate 
wood, but there was much the stuff that seemed silly not take 
some. She found bit the size her fist. would make bulge 
the pocket her cotton dress. But was certainly beautiful. One side 
had the polish fine marble the colors were rich red and sun- 
set stone. did make bulge her pocket. 

Then she saw the man coming. was tall and wore dark green 
uniform and high-crowned Stetson hat. Her first ranger! She shut her 
hand the rock her pocket and braced herself for the meeting. While 
still some distance from her, the ranger lifted hand greeting and 
called out something about rattlesnakes. Startled, Miss took step 
backwards. The log behind her caught her just below the the 
cactus the other side cushioned her abrupt down-sitting. 

That was ranger the right stripe. took the fallen one both 
hands and gently pulled her up. And with her came large wicked- 
looking portion the cactus she had sat on. said was ranger 
the right stripe. what followed Miss said only that was very 
kind and gentle. She did add, sort postscript, that his eyes were— 
I’ve forgotten what color—, and that, when wasn’t watching, she took 
the rock from her pocket and let drop. 

The meeting ranger and tourist is, fortunately, not often garnished 
with cactus. But the meeting does occur millions times every summer. 
What the thinks feels about the ranger not here concern. 
These are the ranger’s innings. 

them simply good bad. The good ones are those who come 
park really see what there, learn all they can about what they 
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are looking at, and let their hearts lifted the grand and beautiful. 
companion such tourists walks and sit with them trail-sides 
privilege. Their enthusiasm fires the ranger’s. There sharing 
knowledge. Observation sharpens observation, response begets re- 
sponse. And because the attention fastened things themselves 
remarkable, this activity mind and spirit really meaningful. 

Bad tourists are easily identified. There the “sticker” man, whose 
chief purpose visiting park add another sticker the collection 
his car windows. There the specimen-snatcher, who considers 
his duty lug off something for the rock pile his basement. There 
the flower-picker, often sentimental woman who loves flowers well 
that she never happy unless surrounded dying hordes them. 
There the rock-roller. His heaven high place with trail winding 
far below him and boulder ripe for dislodgment. There the dare- 
devil. Any sign reading “Danger” “Do not” rouses all the man 
him. Defiantly asserts his rights free man getting himself into 
situation from which the men green have risk their lives rescue 
him. Too often there only body be, the official reports put it, 
“recovered.” There the camera-hound—not the person who cares for 
the beautiful and uses his camera preserve impressions it—but the 
one who cold-bloodedly darts about committing rape scenery. There 
the litter-bug. And on. Even though one could add dozen 
score this list undesirables, the fact remains that the good tourists 
outweigh not outnumber the bad, and that they make the ranger feel 
that his work worth doing. 

There was the old lady—she turned out almost eighty—who 
sat the launch one glorious morning when the cliffs lay “quivering 
within the intenser Those reflections have the sort 
beauty that Keats found “unheard melodies” that know 
images that live the mind, realities without weight, cleansed all 
grossness, spiritualized, the soul sense. Floating above them, one 
glides across ridges tinted orange, gold, gray, and score hues for 
which there name, over shadowy valleys, and through 
landscape created the genius light and water. 

That morning there were chatterers board, and was glad 
pass duty point out lava flow and dyke and glacial valley, and 
silent with the silent. neared the dock saw the old lady 
shake her head gently from side side, and think knew what the 
gesture 


“Was vision, waking dream? 
Fled that music :—Do wake 
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There was the middle-aged geologist, university professor, who 
talked with quiet radiance the life and death Mount Mazama, the 
great mountain whose very heart stood. His speech was 
edge brilliantly alive the presence its objects. listened— 
there were about fifteen that trip Wizard was 
rolled back millions years, and our minds struggled understand the 
force that had hurled seventeen cubic miles ash and rock far into the 
sky make the crater that now half-filled with clear water. Perhaps 
his talk made bit reckless, for when reached point high the 
cone, halted the party members and asked them look across Llao. 
There was wind and there was sound. The words popped into 
head and out with them: visible silence, still the hour-glass.” 
loud titter from the tail the line—we stood single-file—made 
turn our heads. young man was using both his hands shape 
hour-glass air, and, not satisfied with his first results, kept repeating 
the effort. each repetition, the figure outlined grew more like that 
then famous body-girl, and the likeness became more apparent, 
least half group gave out appreciative chuckles. The geologist 
caught eye and spoke that all could hear “I’m glad you said that, 
ranger! Where can find the passage 

He, too, was good tourist. 


Every day ranger sees the sublime fly-spotted the ridiculous. 
Crater walks towards the rim perhaps just check what mood 
the lake how the colors are coming out Dutton. Leaning over 
the low stone wall erected make things safe for the visitor are 
hundred people. Not people—a hundred backsides whose owners, 
dressed every type clothing that man has seen fit create—( why 
fat women wear slacks and busy feeding peanuts 
the ground-squirrels. thousand feet beneath their noses the lake 
darkening towards night symphony moves its close. But the 
squirrels have it. “Quick, John, get picture while this cutie feeding 
from hand! darn, he’s gone, but back again. I’ve got 
lots peanuts.” 

The ranger walks away from the rim. Now lady with eye 
compelling the Ancient accosts him. Ranger! I’m from 
California and brought along package California poppy seeds. 
You know, the orangy-yellow kind. They’re right the car and 
get them. And then will you please plant them here? Just scratch them 
and the rest.” Patiently the ranger explains that national 
and turns away catches right between the 
“What, you even try help make this place beautiful 
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Such anecdotes are legion, and most them illustrate point about 
the sublime and the ridiculous. could leave that, but one last story 

Storms have personalities. Power, the one thing common them all, 
expresses itself wide variety ways. There the storm that drives 
across earth sea, river wind that lifts one and sweeps him ina 
Shellean ecstasy flight. There the sullen kind that crouches and 
growls like angry beast cage. There the kind that coils and 
twists and surges, pressing upon one the serpents pressed Laocoon. 

The one that struck the lake morning August like think 
Byronic. was magnificent oration: the voice thunder, the 
gestures lightning, the theme whatever one’s imagination would have 
be. 

The launch used for the trip around the lake was open one with 
seats for about twenty passengers arranged along the sides. That morn- 
ing our party—a capacity one—included quite number elderly men 
and women. 

The lake was dead calm, its color blue that was really closer dull 
purple. Because high overcast, the light inside the rim had bright- 
ness, and the two-thousand-foot-high cliffs loomed somberly above the 
somber water. The boatman and talked storm, but when spoke the 
passengers such possibility most them evidently thought was 
merely spicing the trip little. Storm down here with those towering 
walls keep the wind out Storm, did you say Even though there were 
thunderheads showing above Llao, insist that there was real 
danger. Most storms moved along the outside the rim and finally 
wandered off blast themselves out among the mountains. 

chugged over Wizard Island, then made the turn into Skell 
channel. was kept busy answering the usual questions: What makes 
the water blue? Are there any fish? true that the lake has bot- 
tom? What the best eating-place Medford? and on. And there 
were the comments listened to—some silly, but heartening num- 
ber not unworthy the grandeur through which were moving. 

were about shore for close look the Backbone 
when the first crash thunder shook the cliffs above and startled the 
lake into life. that moment wind laced with icy rain plunged down 
over the shoulder Llao. The shock was like what one would 
experience were jump naked under fed melting 
glacier. Instantly the surface the lake broke into sharp, irregular 
waves. The movement was quite unlike that the sea any open body 
water. The lake simply boiled. One might have thought that two 
thousand feet below the boat’s keel the long-dead fire had re- 
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awakened and that all would sort dry-ice steam. Then, 
the boatman got headed from shore, the thunder went wild inside the 
rim. didn’t roar, rumble, bellow. was more like great chunks 
sound hurled like many rocks into iron cauldron. And were 
the bottom the cauldron with two thousand feet cliff above us. 
The crashes were frequent that one was lost the next. was 
whirlpool deafening sound. And through all the lightning leapt and 
jabbed and stitched. The heart Mazama throbbed again with 
again Llao and Skell fought their tremendous battle. 

But none was talking geologic past Indian myth. The rain 
washed out the motor’s were helplessly adrift and under 
cliffs that rose sheer from the water. All the passengers were drenched 
and shivering, but here and there face was lifted the rain and the 
lightning, and saw wet lips parted the unconscious smile which 
one does not intrude with more than quick glance. 

The rain stopped suddenly. Then the boatman, ignoring the danger 
fire, lit matches dry out the wet part the engine. After much 
fussing, brought the thing life and started across the six miles 
water the boat-landing and the only trail that led the rim. 
The storm was swirling the face Cloud-Cap. The thunder was the 
lessening boom giant footsteps climbing away hollow stair. 

Now the sky was utterly blue, and the lake, rapidly changing, was 
blue it. The light great cleansing was Dutton and the whole 
cirque cliffs. There was light many faces the boat. 

found that the trail, which switched-back thousand feet the 
top the rim, was washed out all points which crossed gullies. 
Across these gaps, rangers had already strung ropes assist the climb- 
ers. The first gap was near the start the trail. Most the group 
seemed enjoy hauling themselves along the rope. There were grunts 
and laughter when feet slipped and much banter laboring breath 
would permit. “Please keep your heels out face.” “Excuse 
dust “Signal before you turn.” don’t the rangers piggy-back 
out here?” But there was the inevitable exception. first noticed her 
when the party assembled for the walk down the lake. Fortyish, short, 
plump, mousy-looking. But what struck most was that she was for- 
ever fidgeting like ewe unwilling stay with the flock, that she spoke 
one, and that she carried something that looked like small Glad- 
stone bag. wanted suggest that she leave the bag with the ranger 
the rim, but her fidgeting threw off. She was the last take hold 
the rope, gingerly, with her right hand—the bag clutched her left. 
the first feeble pull the bag swung away from her side and she found 
herself with her back the rope. Slowly she edged into position feebly 
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she tugged again again the bag swung out. After about her fourth futile 
try pointed out that she would need both hands for the job and that 
would glad carry her bag. Then she spoke—the only words was 
ever hear from not!” can still taste the acid. Then 
back her fiddling. 

face was only inches from the—under the 
lous-looking rump. The party had crossed the gap and was out sight 
around corner. seemed that would stuck there forever with 
female and her bag. Then had inspiration. dug heavy boots 
into the mud, placed both hands the now obnoxious rump, and 
shoved mightily. There was desperate clutching the rope, wild 
swinging and thudding the bag, scuffling feet. But she did move. 
She had flat her face. 

There were about twelve crossings and made them all the same 
manner. panted and shoved wondered what would happen the 
top. Would have word thanks for gallant Would 
reported headquarters for conduct unbecoming ranger and 
Well, neither did happen. Without glancing me, she took 
off trot like that frightened ewe and was soon lost the crowd. 
I’m sure she was out the park within half hour. 

have just two one, that didn’t pinch her two, that will 
never know what was that bag. 

not wish end frivolous note even such loosely-strung com- 
ments have made. Each summer millions Americans visit national 
parks. For many this not just vacation escape from the city 
and job. During the long winter, (let’s think family living Chi- 
cago), plans have been discussed. year will head West and 
take everything from Grand Canyon Yellowstone.” Maps are 
studied, pamphlets read, money put aside for the occasion. Knowledge 
grows, dream begins take shape. Comes the promised day. The car 
packed, the house locked up, the road opens out ahead. New places, 
everchanging scenery, good and bad hamburgers, occasional family 
squabble, and then the first park. And now begins what may turn out 
splendid educational experience for the travelers. Much depends 
them, much the rangers with whom they come contact. The 
scenery lake, mountain—and only the blind the in- 
different can remain unimpressed it. But this, though paramount 
importance, only part what the place has The skilful 
ranger draws from the visitors expression their “The 
native flowers? Well, right now the best place see them Hidden 
Glen, just mile from here good you alone, look 
for the paintbrush. However, guided trip ten every 
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The ranger charge botanist, and he’s birds, too.” Geology 
Local history? Indian legends? 

the ranger opens the park for the tourist. little like 
teacher introducing student new book. Perhaps the book 
read from cover perhaps there time for the reading only 
few chapters. either case the ranger’s privilege point out the 
values the whole and underscore the great passages. 

Then, use Meredith’s phrase, begins reading earth.” 
class room whose ceiling the sky and whose walls are the sides deep 
canyons the cliffs towering mountains, ranger and tourist together 
turn the pages. such settings wonder and knowledge, thought and 
feeling, poetry and science, man and nature, unite form that harmony 
mind and soul which man throughout the ages has striven achieve. 
And when that happens, the words, softly spoken, are 
suddenly luminous. 
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THE PENSIVE HOUDINI 


Three Plays: Our Town (1938), The Skin Our Teeth (1942), The 
Matchmaker (1955). Thornton Wilder. Harper and Bros. $4.95. 


Though Thornton Wilder has been writing plays since 1926, when 
Richard Boleslavsky’s laboratory theatre produced The Trumpet Shall 
Sound, all accounts studious and vigorous ever, and still 
prefers dramas novels. may yet astonish all with his Saint Joan, 
but until does his reputation dramatist rests squarely these 
three plays. 

His reputation, general, usually rests his intellect. Wilder 
America’s most admired man letters abroad; Germany, ad- 
dressed Verehrter Dichter. European critics generally praise Our 
Town and The Skin Our Teeth brilliant examples the expres- 
sionism that has descended from Strindberg, and they value the play- 
wright model the humane, cosmopolitan intellectual. Wilder 
well traveled, and well read French, German, Italian, Spanish, 
Latin and Greek has lectured American and continental univer- 
sities and amuses himself with such erudite hobbies dating the plays 
Lope has written Joyce and has adapted Ibsen, Obey 
and Sartre. America, because his intellectuality and popular suc- 
cess, has managed the difficult trick standing and otf Broadway 
the same time. Since the Broadway critics have recovered from their 
surprise his bare stages and theatricality, they have been calling him 
colossus has managed restore the supremacy the imagina- 
tion the drama,” says John his plays “there all 
the grace God,” says Brooks Atkinson). Off Broadway, how- 
ever, often shot for trespassing. early 1930, Michael Gold, 
annoyed some Proust-like characters and somewhat cozy 
theology, started one the most violent critical skirmishes the early 
Thirties with article, for The New Republic October 22, entitled, 
“Wilder, Prophet the Genteel Christ.” late 1942, Campbell and 
Robinson, the authors Skeleton Key Wake, implied 
very well-documented article The Saturday Review that The 
Skin Our Teeth Wilder had pillaged and bowdlerized Earwick- 
Last year The the august Francis Fer- 
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gusson called Wilder’s plays “the tricks stage magician” and 
dreamy allegories vague religious Platonism. 

All too much this true. 

Wilder’s ideas are two there are three main themes—divine 
and human love, time present and time past, and chance and contriv- 
ance then there are ideas brought into his plays from his wide reading. 
Defending his use these last, Wilder says his preface Three 
Plays, “Literature has always more resembled torch race than 
furious dispute among heirs,” but often stands still and juggles his 
torches for the audience. his early one-act play, Pullman Car Hia- 
watha, the Hours are called recite passages from Plato, Aristotle 
and St. Augustine, and reused the device The Skin Our Teeth. 
Happily the Hours are there afflicted with ptomaine poisoning, and the 
quotations are read the head usher, the wardrobe mistress and 
dresser who explains the scene. think just like the hours 
and stars over our heads night, the same way the ideas and 
thoughts the great man are and around all the time and they’re 
working us, even when don’t know it.” There something very 
moving about the snips and snaps Bartlett being read the halting, 
self-conscious voices ordinary people, but the statement explains 
more how the ideas work the plays than our minds. Because 
their setting, they are only partially amalgamated the eternal verities 
are still note cards. 

Wilder’s major themes rise from his temper and faith. His father 
was “strict Calvinist,” and Wilder was part educated Christian 
missionaries China, where his father was has 
said that throughout his life attempted make peace with these in- 
fluences. His first collected plays 1928, The Angel that Troubled the 
Waters, are wilted, arty, religious allegories benevolent 
the plays published 1931 The Long Christmas Dinner, there are 
whispering serge-suited angels who conduct reluctant woman 
heaven, and the end Act Our Town, Rebecca, echoing Stephen 
Dedalus, recites the address which locates Grover’s Corners geograph- 
ically and theologically never told you about that letter Jane Crofut 
got from her minister when she was sick. wrote Jane letter and 
the envelope the address was like said: Jane Crofut The Crofut 
Farm; Grover’s Corners; Sutton County; New Hampshire; United 
States North America; Western Hemi- 
sphere the the Solar System the Universe the Mind God— 
that’s what said the envelope. And the postman brought just 
the same.” Since then Wilder has been less concerned with heaven than 
with human love, which presumably views kind extension 
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divine love. This easy faith and not unenlightened, but tends 
remove most ethical conflicts from Wilder’s work. Edmund Wilson, 
after defending Wilder’s right use Joyce The Skin Our Teeth, 
complained that all the guilt and all the moral falls and all the Cain-Abel- 
Shem-Shaun violence are alluded but reduced Wilder regret- 
table suburban scuffles. lieu any morality, Wilder preoccupied 
with chance and necessity mind God,” and substitutes 
blend mildly congregational carpe diem with anthropology. His char- 
acters fail succeed only they try realize their capacity love 
fully the passing moment before dissolves into the anonymity 
the past. the end Our Town, Emily, the victim accident 
childbirth, sits among the patient dead Grover’s Corners; she has 
tried return her happy twelfth birthday, but she found intoler- 
able because even the persons who loved her were preoccupied and 
indifferent. 

kind call Wilder, the thinker, moderate Christian classicist. 
cruel call him worker clichés. The truth lies somewhere 
between. 

Wilder’s themes are best developed his chance accident 
thematically organizes all the lives The Bridge San Luis Rey, and 
the formative power love intellectually developed The Ides 
March. the stage, however, Wilder’s themes sometimes bring him 
very close bathos and directly into farce. Wilder says that The Match- 
about “an aspiration for fuller, freer participation life,” but 
only superfarce which contains every farce device since Platus, 
the blustering senex, chance meetings, screen scene, confused identi- 
ties, four love affairs, and exploding tomato cans. funny enough 
deserve its run 489 performances, but like all farces self-contained 
and only comments upon itself. Then, too, there Wilder’s emphasis 
the theory that because drama must interpreted and must appeal 
group mind, characterization must “like blank check which the 
dramatist accords the actor for him fill in—not entirely blank.” 
Fergusson complains that Wilder’s checks are all too blank and that 
avoids the central problem the ordinary dramatist. But this 
missing the most obvious point that Wilder ordinary dramatist. 
not extraordinary thinker, but probably the most deft and 
original maker plays America has produced. 

Though Wilder classifies himself maker fables, his 
Thoughts Playwriting,” says, writer learns, above all, 
organize his play such way that its strength lies not appearances 
beyond his control, but succession events and the unfolding 
idea narration.” This certainly where greatest 
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strength lies. When speaks the need free himself from the realis- 
tic stage with its absurd assumption that the audience watches the action 
through imaginary peephole, suspect that really complaining 
that the realistic stage conventions character, plot and action tend 
control him. When uses the stage frankly such and ignores all 
plots, can exercise complete control, stopping introducing events 
whenever will “This way, Professor, and thank you again,” says the 
Stage Manager Our Town. “Now the political and social report: 
Editor Webb.—Oh, Mr. Webb?” 

One effect this that can fully utilize his almost perfect sense 
tempo. Our Town moves the rhythms our heartbeats. Wilder 
said have thought The Skin Our production Hellza- 
poppin; what took from that mad vaudeville comic movement 
and gaiety that skitters along the edge hysteria. When revised his 
Merchant Yonkers into the successful The Matchmakers, his main 
changes were those timing. 

The Stage Manager paces Our Town and turns that play into mono- 
drama, variant expressionism which the actors illustrate run- 
ning monologue addressed directly the audience. The manager 
crackerbarrel variant the oriental waki and one those gods Eur- 
ipides who are buffeted about the events they supposedly control. 
With the old clichés, works wonderful game,” Henry 
Adler has said, the bare stage see, there illusion, pretense 
two lathe trellises are brought “for those that think they have have 
scenery” that for the others there are chairs, ladders and tables, 
and they are sufficient. here’s row stores. Hitching posts 
and horse blocks front them. First automobile’s going come 
along about five years—belonged Banker Cartwright, our richest 
citizen lives the big white house the Sometimes the 
Stage Manager takes small parts, minister druggist, sometimes 
lounges against the proscenium and directs the characters through suc- 
cession small-town rituals, sometimes addressing them characters, 
sometimes actors, and sometimes telling their deaths. All this 
does not say. the end the play, merely winds his 
watch and bids good night. The stage manager has less important 
job The Skin Our Teeth, but the ambiguity there also. The 
Antrobus family lives simultaneously present New Jersey suburb, 
the ice age, and the and they are also actors bewildered 
the events. can’t invent any words for this play, and glad 
hate this play and every word it. for me, don’t understand 
single word it, anyway—all about the troubles the human race has 
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gone through, there’s subject for you. Besides, the author hasn’t made 
his silly mind whether all living back caves New 
Jersey today, and that’s the way all the way through.” 

The author hasn’t made his mind about many things—about how 
one can realize the present moment, about how the past affects the 
present, about how the strange fragmented figures can exist the 
mind God. The main conflict the play exists there, between 
beatific theology and these strange images tipsy wasteland. There 
can resolution from the conflict, only passage time. end 
this play isn’t written yet.” 

Only great magician could succeed with such nothing else 
can explain the charm, all senses, that word. Wilder’s great art 
the dexterous dramatization the mystified. 


—W. VAN VORIS 


WESTERN LADIES AND WANDERER 


The Gentle Tamers. Dee Brown. Putnam. $5.00. 


Owen Wister Out West. Edited Fanny Kemble Wister. University 
Chicago Press. $5.00. 


These two reports the American West, the one assembly 
comments from variety letters, diaries, reminiscences, and contem- 
porary newspapers, the other selection from the journals and letters 
one man, provide contrast reporting, inversion point 
view, and lesson literary history. 

Dee Brown presents the women’s West, women from saints devils, 
with housewives between. introduces them, and then lets them 
talk for themselves. Most them did not intend their remarks 
are taken from private letters, from documents intended gossip, 
news between friends. The ladies were for the most part westerners, 
settlers, persons engaged the business making living 
stances that might relatively easy extraordinarily difficult and haz- 
ardous. they were wives army officers, who saw the West 
special, intimate loophole. 

Owen Wister presents man’s West, western men seen man. 
His West pretty much limited the cattle country and big game 
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health-seeker, then hunter, and finally writer. The limitation 
geography and motive accented Wister’s personality. was 
Philadelphia lawyer, resembling more than any other western 
phenomenon the well-born English traveller, later rancher, the West. 
differed from the Englishman that had identify himself with 
western men fellow American. The association was not altogether 
agreeable him. fact, was disagreeable enough that shrank from 
when could. was easily intimate with men rank, superior 
education, secure position. was patronizing with the rest, though 
agreeable enough when search story material. But his anxiety 
accepted westerner was almost painful. wanted “rough it” 
and recognized stage drivers. 

Wister, who could telegraph home for money when ran short, 
the evidences the struggle for existence human plane the West 
were disagreeable. Instead, hunted for trophies, animal and human, 
the latter the form stories bravery, cowardice, humor and trag- 
edy. And his human trophies were either picturesque noble. 

Wister thought about writing history, but what saw and listened 
was fiction. his worst, was snob; his best was collector 
and producer western folklore. His shame the sight fellow Amer- 
icans ignoble postures bars from his journals the pertinent observa- 
tions found similar accounts foreigners who did not need feel 
shame. The many and heavy trunks that followed him into the West 
identified him easterner, suitable recipient the oral western leg- 
end, which the 1890s was already current. 

But Wister’s cow country, delineated his short stories, and 
especially The that survives the popular concept what 
life was like the West. Almost all western fiction and much what 
passes for history modelled after the transplanted knights with chaps 
and spurs and guns that people Wister’s writing. The knight was clean- 
living, fun-loving, respectful toward women, triumphant over evil, hard- 
working, the best type American who never went strike. This 
mirage became the West acceptable fiction, the West the respect- 
able “posses” that dot the country today. 

Though was certainly available him, Wister seems never have 
read the exploration and travel literature the country delighted 
visit and write about. Instead read Henry James and Kipling. The 
life cowboy was new thing him, though could have read about 
detail Charles Siringo’s Texas Cowboy (1885). seems have 
received and retained personal vision the West, personal that 
did not share the record kept with his family the diaries 
which this book based were not known his children. 
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The effect Wister’s high literary talent weighs heavily western 
literature. The magic his formula potent that any efforts 
change are met with critical objection derision. apparent even 
the method Dee Brown’s portrayal the West through the women. 
Brown appeals the formula subtitle, the Old Wild 
est, and makes serious attempt write formal history draw 
any major conclusions from the mass interesting evidence has 
knows that the sale book the West direct 
proportion the number good yarns and, inversely, the 
amount serious historical discussion. 

The late Bernard Voto that important novel about the 
West could not written. certainly knew from his own experience 
that writer cannot support himself producing serious western his- 
tory. Marie Sandoz, Old Jules and Slogum House, comes closest 
combining the best and truest qualities both fiction and history. Owen 
Wister would not have understood Miss Sandoz’s never saw 
it, though was it. But she and her subjects are, spirit and truth, 
piece with Brown’s gentle tamers. 


SCHMITT 


THE POLISHED DOUBLE STANDARD 


Russia, the Atom and the West. George Kennan. Harper and 
Bros. $2.75. 


George Frost Kennan has reversed himself. 1946, asserted that 
America had the power force its definition the world upon the 
rulers the Soviet Union. November 1958, asserted 
Oxford audience with equal certainty that, “We are longer masters 
our own Since self-defined realist and practicing mor- 
alist, undertakes this essay explain the reversal. Hence, this 
the key sentence the book: “Until stop pushing the Kremlin 
against closed door, shall never learn whether would pre- 
pared through open one.” Ten years earlier characterized 
the problem quite another fashion Soviet power “moves inexorably 
along the prescribed path, like persistent toy automobile wound and 
headed given direction, stopping only when meets with some un- 
answerable force.” 


WILLIAM APPLEMAN WILLIAMS 


dilemma defined his inability deduce new conclu- 
sions without changing his assumptions. far too intelligent not 
see this and far too human not find extremely difficult intellectual 
and emotional task. Kennan cannot argue logically realistically for 
disengagement and coexistence until modifies his model Soviet 
behavior. Though makes some progress that direction, the end 
outlines sophisticated America” approach which hardly 
more viable than the idea that America can perform the function 
wall stop toy automobiles. For bit reflection serves make 
clear that the two proposals come very much the same thing: both 
are techniques for making the United States world unto itself. 

start with, Kennan such elitist that does not really believe 
the possibility the lay citizenry being able make key decisions. 
“No outsider can judge which best,” comments after proposing 
four alternatives for handling the German issue. Leaving aside the ram- 
ifications that remark for his professed commitment democracy, 
the fascinating point that Kennan’s own performance suggests that 
the elite has monopoly wise judgment. may have the 
does not have all the answers. 

For despite its form, this book fact monumental confession 
misjudgment. Kennan’s original estimate Soviet conduct was psy- 
chological interpretation which stated that the Soviet leaders had 
expand stay power. Now there are psychotics the world whose 
only motivation the atavistic lust for power and whose ideas are 
impotent that they have weapon but brute force, but the behavior 
the Soviet Union simply cannot understood those terms. Kennan 
probably realized that fact even 1947, and great pains em- 
phasize 1958; but does not offer more subtle and realistic 
model Soviet conduct. Neither does indicate that enjoys much 
greater insight into the political economy his own country. 

The consequences are apparent this book. Kennan sees the crisis 
and recognizes the inability the United States enforce its will the 
Soviet Union, short nuclear war. But when comes the problem 
formulating new approach, has very little offer. sees the 
issue defined “for the main part territorial questions.” such, his 
basic proposal let the professional diplomats bargain the privacy 
their meticulous mentalities manner somewhat akin the way 
which suave and respectable real estate entrepreneurs discuss the 
allotment new subdivisions. Kennan has come around, his own 
more limited way, the position held since 1954 Sir Winston 
Churchill. sure, that more promising outlook than the one 
which compared Soviet leaders “toy automobiles.” But does not 
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comprehend that territorial issues are geographic social, 
ideological, and economic conflicts. Kennan’s world either/or uni- 
verse either America pushes through its own revolution from above 
withdraws dignified and disciplined stocism the face hostile 
world. Sir Charles Snow has remarked, tenable attitude 
but one which has given the intellectual Kennan seems 
incapable visualizing—let alone working out—an interdependent 
world. would have America ration its use Middle Eastern oil 
rather than pay equitable political and social and economic price for 
future supplies from that area. Indeed, seems conclude that the 
latter alternative impossible. 

often the case, Kennan’s so-called realism little more than 
smooth and sophisticated statement the age-old double standard. 
The Soviet system “evil, deeply evil.” But the establishment West- 
ern colonialism not represent moral action somebody’s part 
represented natural and inevitable response certain demands and 
stimuli the age. was simply stage that realism, 
not very much can made it. Kennan has yet learn the ancient 
truth that realism goes nowhere unless starts home; and until 
does so, will remain idealist the root sense one who defines 
and attempts deal with the world terms his priori ideas. One 
can respect such outlook and yet conclude that the present crisis 


American foreign policy the result precisely such conception 
the world. 


—WILLIAM APPLEMAN WILLIAMS 


FALL DOWN, BABYLON 
The Sundial. Shirley Farrar, Straus, Cudahy. $3.75. 


admirers The Lottery, Shirley newest novel will not 
appear altogether strange. The Sundial might well have grown out 
“The Intoxicated,” the first story The Lottery, for shares the same 
theme and evokes the same sense world going smash forbid- 
ding vision the Apocalypse. Given this similarity, the reader 
tempted further comparisons which are not wholly flattering 
the novel but which are perhaps instructive determining why 
Sundial not complete success. All the elements the story are 
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present the novel, but where the story taut, singly focussed, and 
chilling its implications, the novel discursive and even facile. does 
not reverberate, the story does, with echoes humanity beset 
alien and emanating forces. Its irony brilliant times other times, 
merely genial. Stylistically, may achieve bare and venomous ele- 
more often reminds one Shirley Jackson imitating what 
most competent and irritating Shirley Jackson. That not say 
that the novel does not have its graces, most compelling which are 
those moments pure terror when the human finds himself famil- 
iarly strange landscape, having deal with forces which are not his 
kind choosing. 

The Sundial full-length production the Last Day, featuring 
whole cast foolish virgins well wise, who play out the 
days leading and including the last one. book which the 
Day Doom accepted fact the principal characters, and peculiar 
emphasis laid upon the preparations which its approach entails. One 
feels that such theme admirably suited the writer. For Shirley 
Jackson has staked out for herself American letters the narrow and 
precipitous realm where reality meets and mingles with magic. She 
willing conjure the devil occasion, and her characters fre- 
quently make their pact with him. James Harris, The Lottery, 
not the devil, leagued with him. The peculiar power her writing 
that she can evoke the supernatural, envelop the familiar walk-up flat 
dingy office with the smell and feel world beyond. Furthermore, 
perhaps because she modern, she does her conjuring with irony, 
one can come grips with the supernatural only through wit, or, 
wit were the only exorcizer the spell-laying charms the super- 
natural. Usually this combination harmonious one; yet this only 
intermittently true The Sundial. 

The novel begins with the Halloran family gathered together the 
afternoon after the funeral Lionel, the only son Orianna and Rich- 
ard. Miss Jackson rather gratuitously plots the Hamlet story reverse, 
for the implication that Mrs. Halloran has pushed her son downstairs. 
Why she pushed him, she pushed him, soon made apparent. For 
Mrs. Halloran determined inherit her son’s inheritance, the house 
and grounds which are her invalid husband’s name only. There 
even ghost elder-Hamlet fashion: the first Mr. Halloran, builder 
the house, who comes back, not demand retribution, but warn 
the approaching Doom and promise that all within the house 
the night August 30th will saved for the future brave new world. 
Thus the Hamlet motif quickly submerged this rather startling 
piece news. 
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Mrs. Halloran, who all her life has followed her father-in-law’s motto, 
shall live not now?” immediately begins make plans 
succeed herself herself the kingdom come, going far 
order crown and robe gold. Such act hubris can only bring 
the retribution deserves, and the fatal night, Mrs. Halloran her- 
self pushed downstairs someone and carried outside the house the 
Sundial, while her little band, now leaderless, settles down for the long 
wait. One feels that Mrs. Halloran has sinned not much grasping 
and holding for dear life the things this world she has 
attempting arrange things the next. She had forbidden the use 
flowers ornamentation, and the last thing that her courtier, Essex, 
says Gloria is: “The first thing will make you crown 

The novel drenched ironies, the most exquisite which perhaps 
that the supernatural deigned reveal itself Aunt Fanny, and not, 
Mrs. Halloran says agony, her. Why save these specimens 
Why give Eden them? them all, perhaps only three 
have any right there child, the other girl, the third old woman 
who, hinted, committed murder. For the rest, they are nothing 
much sycophants, parasites, and oldish maiden ladies with dreams. 
They have clear conception what this world is, and even less 
that come. preparation for their trial and deliverance, they neither 
fast nor pray but lay stores suntan lotion, salted nuts, instant cof- 
fee and first-aid kits. However, the Deity seems amiable enough 
supernatural allows itself summoned virgin and looking 
glass and shows visions the new world which are charming and pas- 
toral: sunny fields, streams, people walking naked beneath great trees 
dancing the meadows. The book rises pure farce when the True 
Believers from the village get touch with the Halloran household 
and inform them that Spacemen from Saturn are due Mrs. Hal- 
loran’s lawn about the end August them higher 
existence, they can forego all metal, meat, and alcoholic beverages. 
Here Miss Jackson has turned her theme into burlesque, underscoring 
the fact that belief any kind the eyes the non-believer has 
tinged with lunacy, or, rather, lunacy. 

they are converts from the beginning. They are all ready, even 
impatient, done with the old and the new because they 
are convinced that the new world must better than the present one. 
They not want heaven; they are not much affected the dieties 
behind all this. They want only the world—newly made and innocent 
sure, but still the world. All which points back the Sundial 
and its message, which seems bit austere: this 
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What asketh man have? Now with his love, now his colde grave, 
Allone withouten any companye.” Perhaps the Sundial itself the mo- 
tive for their unfocussed belief, standing, does, the marker for 
their imperfectly realized ambitions and potentialities, and pointing 
toward their one end. But given the novel’s premises, does not really 
count, counts only for Mrs. Halloran, who hating always bore 
testimony its truth. the novel’s context, within its high-spirited 
irony, its occasional farce, the Sundial itself seems bit quaint, domestic, 
even banal. 


—MARILYN ZORN 


LOVE THE LAND 


Below These Hills. Ernest Moll. Melbourne University Press. 
25s. net. 


Love the land lies deep within great many us, latently 
actively, and pleasure meet that feeling another and find 
communicated such book this that Ernest Moll has written. 
calls “the story Riverina farm,” and while would 
means agree that this book story such, certainly apprecia- 
tion life and shaped the land, wherever that land might be. 

Below These Hills, the land agricultural administrative 
district New South Wales, Australia, and the time presented about 
forty years ago, before the advent full mechanization the broad ex- 
panses farmland. The author recalling his boyhood three- 
thousand acre combination farm and sheep ranch called Strathdown, 
but his recollections not constitute autobiography. Rather, they 
are collection scenes, characters, and impressions, which has 
reached back touch the world that surrounded him his growing up. 

Men work dominate these impressions. Horses, dogs, sheep, rab- 
bits, and foxes appear almost equal importance—the wild creatures 
part the natural landscape and the domestic animals brought there 
the men who would make themselves part that landscape and 
build out way life the immemorial grand pattern agricul- 
ture. 


The slow pulse this grand pattern has made itself deeply felt the 
author, who speaks recurringly his book evident the 
world his youth. rhythm the turning seasons, fire and 
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drought, planting and harvesting, and men’s actions making use 
that first great natural resource—the land. 

Below These Hills might best you 
will, time and place and the impress these leave the lad sur- 
rounded them, like clean-lined, forceful designs stamped smooth 
clay and preserved there fine detail. book can likened 
mural, this one should, for though the many scenes are isolated, self- 
containing, they link together panorama that captures pioneering 
spirit. 

Physically, Strathdown lies rolling country below the Tabletop 
Hills. The author’s family, pleasantly large one, has taken new 
land. Hired hands, who are almost part the family, transfer also 
the new location. The Hut, bunkhouse, shelters these men, whose 
numbers vary according the season and the work done. The 
family’s house contains huge dining room accommodate the feeding 
these ranks men harvest time. Numbers, then—large numbers 
men utilize and horses supply the power required for operating 
large farm, hundreds sheep, thousands acres—form back- 
drop suggesting vigorous human effort and providing the variety 
scenes, people, and events that can selected best convey the quality 
life Strathdown. 

overland trek from the Wimmera plains the new land the 
Riverina, memorable characters among the farm hands, their 
and peculiarities, their skills operating the farm—these are the basic 
ingredients the reminiscences Below These Hills. Visits the 
swagmen, who are unhampered ties any particular piece land 
they tramp the back country, add spice the routine farm existence. 

All these meld into that earth rhythm which the author speaks, and 
the basis contributes for understanding the swing farm life Aus- 
tralia the fairly recent past almost, but not quite, complete. Lacking 
what would seem one extremely important aspect—the role 
the woman the Australian farm operation. Her part suggested here 
enough make one want guess her regimen—the mother and 
sister-in-law enter few scenes—but for the most part, Strathdown 
seems place for men and for men’s work. The book correct 
leaving that impression, course, for book world— 
that is, world comes boy through his eyes and ears, his 
interests which lie outside the fields paddocks, locally around The 
Hut, and the sheep shed. such, boy’s world recalled matur- 
ity, Below These Hills rich achievement. 

Line drawings Alison Forbes add the general pleasant quality. 


WILSON 
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RESPONSE THE ANTIPHON 


The Antiphon. Djuna Barnes. Farrar, Straus Cudahy. $3.50. 


The new work the author Nightwood, Ryder, and Night 
Among the Horses, play written verse beyond this, not easy 
characterize. me, seems combine under extreme pressure 
several elements distinctive good deal work which defines for 
the term and these elements might outlined thus 

art serious parody. 

quences and coherencies “plot” return something the 
ity” Greek tragedy, you will take fairer sample Greek tragedy 
than provided the few popular works Oedipus Rex, 
Antigone) conformable nineteenth century ideas this theme. 

Treatment language independent value. 

3efore discussing these matters, some description will necessary. 
The persons are six (some extras appear, but not speak) the time 
“during the war 1939” the place Burley Hall the township 
3eewick, England the house, college chantry priests,” 
has been the Burley family since the late seventeenth century. 

one evening, this ruin, there meet the members the family, 
all least middle age and two them old. They include Augusta 
Burley Hobbs, the mother her brother, Jonathan Burley the daughter, 
Miranda (in her late fifties), and two sons, Dudley and Elisha. The 
sixth person, traveling with Miranda, disguised coachman under 
the name Jack Blow, but the last revealed the third son, 
Jeremy. These people debate what life has brought them to, and they 
receive certain revelations this the end, the mother and 
daughter, who have been mysteriously seen throughout interchange- 
able, identical, fall dead. The progression the play, the external 
order its coming pass, suggests close comparison with Greek 
after the prologue Act Act consists series agons 
and epiphany, Act III pathos, sparagmos and threnody. The 
theme that the curse upon the house. 

The curse upon the house, that wound nature illo tempore, 
ancient convenience tragedy. the eating Thyestes’ children, 
there spoke the arbitrary prophetic voice necessity, which the hu- 
man actions Agamemnon, Clytemnestra and Orestes would freely 
conform themselves. Shakespeare, seems, thought rarely not all 
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plots deeply laid the past his prophecies, though they serve 
similar function suspension which the tragic event resolves, are more 
immediate the person concerned, their depth not 
time, but inward. For contemporary poetic drama the theme again be- 
comes vital, but now not only the tragic occasion, also the tragic 
subject, Eliot’s The Family Reunion, for instance, and 
Yeats’ Purgatory. The tendency this theme the curse upon the 
tragedy, which the tragic flaw neither more nor less than life itself. 
There superficial Miss Barnes’ play, with immediate 
purposes neither there any particular curse local purpose, but the 
doom here disputed from the beginning the general one, the bond 
generation and death, original sin inferred (as Kafka’s The Trial) 
from original punishment. There is, other words, very little 
the story Job before was fitted out with prologue 
heaven, the human sufferers debate the secret cause without aid from 
the secret cause itself. (The terms “human sufferer” and cause” 
belong, course, James Joyce, and come from the place the Por- 
trait the Artist which Stephen glosses Aristotle’s remark the 
Poetics about pity and terror.) And the sort probing into motive, na- 
ture, and destiny, which carried traditionally the action, must 
now supplied the strike and reach the language, enriched 
least complexed this play allusion, symbol and kind chiaros- 
curo systematic allegory. 

return now the three points cutlined earlier 

serious parody. Travesty may the better word. Eliot’s 
introduction Nightweod called our attention quality horror 
and doom very nearly related that Elizabethan 
phon have, rather, Jacobean qualities—free, excessive and often 
grotesque style, ever full random brilliancies, morbid and mordant 


It’s true the webbed commune 
Trawls wrack one term was absolute 
Yet corruption its deft deploy 
Unbolts the caution, and the vesper mole 
Trots down the wintry pavement the head. 


most always fascinating. Considered only technically, tour 
force brilliant Nigel Dennis’ parody late Shakespeare his 
novel, Cards but this great deal darker and more 
persistent though the author would deliberately assert 
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the connexion tragedy less with life than with certain exalted and 
strained condition language. parody not Shelley’s 
the Tyrant” parody, but parody proceeding from desperation, 
Eliot’s “Fragments Aristophanic Melodrama,” the music 
ascribed Adrian Mann’s Dr. the meth- 
ods and conventions art today are good for parody only.” Style mocks 
itself the mirror, and the idea the art-work itself, the exquisite 
and finished product endeared century “well-made plays” which 
one wants, broken. 

Breaking-up surfaces destruction the conventional sequences 
and coherencies “plot.” The Antiphon play almost without lit- 
eral level its action allegory, moral and anagoge are made emerge 
kind Cubist handling from the shattered reflections “story.” 
find this richness sometimes confusing (no more confusing, really, than 
find Hecuba The Bacchae), and still mighty hesitant about such 
understanding two readings have produced, but will risk brief note 
interpretation. 

The doom the house allegorically the fall 
speak Beewick our country,” says Augusta—and the end 
the pathos Augusta and Miranda Act III is, were, 
the lament Eve looking back upon centuries. 

Augusta’s dead husband, Titus Higby Hobbs Salem 
seen Jehovah, who created the world and repented his creation and 
his progeny suffer its destruction, unless they can find security 
the doll’s house shown Augusta the epiphany her son Jeremy, 
the disguised and ineffectual redeemer. This doll’s house called 
“Hobbs’ Ark,” and through its windows are revealed the mysteries 
generation, which the mother, however, unable accept. 

Morally, the play represents the soul seeking life and finding death, 
and finding death mercy. Yet there this obscurely redemptive 
movement, not read further sarcasm among the many 
symbolic properties which furnish Burley Great Hall are the two halves 
the two halves have been brought together under crown, and here 
Miranda lies sleeping. Augusta, the gryphon seems move: “We 
have carriage!” she says, and the two women thus begin their elegiac 
journey through past ages. Now this gryphon, suppose, refers 
the gryphon seen Dante the Earthly Paradise, where its double 
nature, eagle and lion, figures forth incarnation, duality resolved, divine 
and human nature made one. upon this car that Augusta and Mir- 
anda, who are also one, finally fall. may that the parable here em- 
bodied the anagogic bearing the play: the failure both the Old 
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Law and the New. Or, since Augusta and Miranda are one, inter- 
she, and she Miranda,” all Augusta laid 
Miranda”—it may that the paradigm more complicated, tell- 
ing how the old covenant under the Father was revoked the new 
covenant with the Son, and how this turn was revoked for modern 
times the Puritan revolution (the house was college chantry 
priests, but has been the family since the seventeenth century “This 
history,” says William Blake, “has been adopted both parties” but 
maybe the difficulty interpretation here springs from the entrance 
third party, for has been rare literature for “this history” 

Treatment language independent value. mean this 
that the extreme violence and dense compaction the words con- 
stantly taking away from immediate action, away from narrative, 
away from the solidity things ordered, and involving instead 
dimension specifically poetic rather than dramatic, complicated vast 
web relation which the threads are spun among dissolving objects, 
you were have constellations without stars. This how Shake- 
speare tends work moments the greatest intensity, save that with 
Shakespeare you have always the feeling being anchored solidity 
the action. Miss Barnes works this way all the time, and her handling 
the style seems consequence sometimes hysterically strained. 

may mentioned here that the language employed about sex the 
play particularly bitter, grotesque, and affecting. When Shelley 
brought out The Cenci, someone wrote Blackwood’s that was com- 
posed “in the vulgar vocabulary rottenness and reptilism,” and our 
surviving nineteenth century spirits may have similar things say 
about this work (compared which The Cenci seems very innocent), 
will record anticipation view that the kind shock admin- 
istered Miss Barnes’ language entirely appropriate her play. 

How The Antiphon will the stage don’t feel qualified say. 
The first act exciting, especially being our introduction lan- 
guage and rhetoric not often heard our theater, but form judg- 
ment alone all expectation. The second act seems very long and 
sometimes turgid. But the third found immensely moving. Altogether 
the work compels deep rides over its faults heroically, 
speaking with lonely and sometimes savage nobility. world 
full angry young men writing their manifestoes favor decorum, 
heartening hear again the old prophetic voice talking audacities. 


—HOWARD NEMEROV 


GALE 
TREE ISLAND 


Basined rock, beyond ridge there lies lake. 
The water’s clear and glacial with the bluish look 


fjords desert air that deepens round island 
Steering the dogleg reach. Stark, out this upland 


Granite, rises single lightning-girdled fir 
Whose pale trunk, scaling and branchless, stands fire 


And cleaves the knife-wind grounded aerial stay 
For clouds migrant birds stopping along the way. 


There this holy place, but the thing’s find 
The sighting ridge, cross the quiet lake time, 


know that shadeless singing tree that rides the crown. 
Lakes change, trees rot and birds move on. 
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